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Foreword 


UR thanks are due to the students and the profes- 

sors of several hundred colleges who have been 

so good as to cooperate with us, and also to the editors 

of the following magazines who have given us their 

kind permission to examine and to reprint their 
poetry : 

Acadia University Athenaeum, Anon (University 
of British Columbia), Boston University Beacon, 
Campion (Campion College), Clark College Monthly, 
City College Mercury (New York), Dubuque College 
Spokesman, Collegian (St. Mary’s College, Oakland, 
Calif.), Converse College Concept, Cornell University 
Era, Davidson College Magazine, De Paul University 
Minerval, Dial (St. Mary’s College, Kansas), Emory 
University Phoenix, St. Louis University Fleur-de-ls, 
University of Michigan Inlander, Juniata College 
Echo, Lake Erie College Record, Lombard College Re- 
view, Loyola University Magazine, Mills College Mag- 
azine, Hendrix College Mirror, Mount . Holyoke 
(Mount Holyoke College), Oberlin College Literary 
Magazine, University of California Occident, Wilson 
College Pharetra, Radcliffe College Magazine, Rich- 
mond College Messenger, Stanford University Sequoia, 
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North Carolina State Normal College Magazine, © 
Franklin and Marshall College Student Weekly, Suf- 
folk Law School Register, Rockford College Taper, 
Temple University Magazine, Trinity College Record, 
Ubicee (University of British Columbia), University 
of Detroit Magazine, Ursinus College Weekly, West- 
ern College Oxford, Wheaton College Record (Norton, 
Mass.), University of Wisconsin Literary Magazine, 
Delineator. 
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Introduction 


OETRY is my religion. Similes, metaphors, ca- 
dences, the fragrance of poetic phrases and the 
warmth of their music are to me not merely rhetor- 
ical sign-posts that help me to interpret the author’s 
meaning, but they are flashes of reality that point 
out to me the eternal unity, though visible diversity 
of things. Our human minds are like so many im- 
perfect and distorted mirrors in which the One is re- 
flected in a million apparently irreconcilable varia- 
tions. Now and then, however, the mist lifts for the 
fraction of a second before a small part of the mir- 
ror of our minds, and a poem is born. Then we re- 
alize that the color of the dying leaf is one and the 
same with the tint of the setting sun, that the rip- 
pling laughter of a child is not only akin to, but is 
the ripple of the fountain. The soft syllables of a 
mother’s lullaby and the notes that fall like blos- 
soms from the flute-player’s lips are but different 
cadences of the self-same voice of God. The reason 
why an apt figure of speech thrills us so strangely 
is because the poet, by means of this figure of speech, 
stretches an invisible thread of gold between our 
hearts and the heart of God. Every poem that does 
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this, however imperfectly, is to me a true poem and 
a great poem. Even though the technique may at 
times be somewhat faulty, I accept as genuine every 
poem in which the author sincerely and reverently 
ealls out through the night and finds an echo of glad- 
ness and recognition. This is the only test that I 
care to apply to poetry. I refuse to measure the 
technique of a poem like a yard of cloth or to analyze 
its quality like a pound of lard. The poems that I 
have selected for this anthology have all, at some 
point or other, filled me with joy. They have, either 
directly or indirectly, kept alive in me the faith that 
this world, despite the days of darkness and savag- 
ery that we are living through, is in the final analysis 
good and beautiful and true. 

In arranging this collection, I have begun with 
poems of youth and spring. These I have followed 
with other poems dealing with nature in her various 
moods during the summer, autumn and winter seas- 
ons. Then comes a series of poems in which the in- 
fluence of nature is reflected in the hearts of men and 
women, and particularly in the relation of the sexes 
toward each other. This set leads to a group in 
which are depicted the effects of war on the life and 
happiness of men and women. Philosophical and reli- 
gious poems are next in order; and these form a transi- 
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tion between the war poems that precede and the last 
poems of the book which ring out with the clear tones 
of hope and transfiguration, through death. 

As regards my selections, I do not want for a 
moment to imply that they are the only selections that 
others might have made. No two editors would 
have the same opinion about the great number of 
verses that I have examined in order to make the 
selections. Very likely some poems that have had 
the strongest appeal for me would be omitted by 
another, equally competent and equally desirous of 
including only the best. And I want to take this 
opportunity to thank most cordially all those who 
have been kind enough to submit their poems, of 
which there were several thousand. Out of these I 
have picked out for inclusion in the anthology those 
poems that have most forcibly brought home to me 
the truth that we continually meet God face to face, 
that we see his smile in every star, in the glitter of 
the fire-fly, in the poet’s dream, in the soft still fall of 
snow flakes, in the soft fall of the years from eter- 
nity, in a lover’s kiss, in the dew-drenched violet, in 
the soldier’s prayer for his dying foes; that we hear 
His voice in the tempest’s roar, in the song of the 
lark, in the crash of the cataract, in the silver song 
of the violin, in the last prayer of the dying martyr, in 


[xi] 


INTRODUCTION 


the rhythmical dance of baby feet. If others fail to see 
what I have seen in some of these verses, it is be- 
cause their emotional glasses are adjusted differ- 
ently from mine. I do not believe I have been over- 
indulgent in my selections; I have merely tried in 
each case to put myself as nearly as possible in the 
place of the author, in order that, understanding the 
emotion that produced the poem, I might feel even 
in a small way the thrill of pleasure that the author 
experienced in writing the poem. And for the sake 
of the future poetry of America, I fervently hope 
that the poets of this anthology will in the coming 
years continue to write for the sheer joy of creation 
rather than the editor’s cheque. For no poem rings 
true when its author goes in quest of the clink of 
nickels and dimes and dollars, and the one dominant 
tone in these poems is their true ring of sincerity. 


The Editor. 
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Stanzas from a Book of Poems 


PRELUDE 


HEY set me down beside the sea 
And underneath the sky: 
The sea sang and the sky sang— 
And so did I. 


INTERLUDE 


As petals fall like poems from the rose, 
My verses fast are falling from my heart; 
And when the last has fallen and the snows 
Have covered up its secret—Life, we part. 


POSTLUDE 


When I am dead and can no longer sing, 
Bury me by the wide eternal sea— 

Where I can hear the salt winds whispering, 
And have the cool waves washing over me. 


H. THompson RicH 
Dartmouth College, 1915. 
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The Birth of a Song 


T strove all day for right of birth, 
A frail and tender song; 
But the hours of birth and hours of mirth 
To the twilight time belong. 


That night I sailed on a silver stream, 
Steered my boat straight into the moon. 
And half-awake and half in dream, 

I sang into life my song of June. 


DanreL HuGH VERDER 
Harvard Unwersity 
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Fairy Song 


ASSING on a breeze, I swept 
Through the portals of a bud, 
Twas all hushed within—I crept, 
Guided by a perfume’s flood, 
Through a dark rose gloom, 
To a tiny room. 


There I found a chanting sprite 
Before a many-candled shrine, 
Singing, ‘‘Flower-to-be! Swing light 
Your petal gates—the sun must shine, 
And set our candles burning, 
To lighten Spring’s returning. 


ErHet M. Ericson 
Hunter College 
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On the Train 


HROUGH wisps of smoke swift, backward- 
fleeting scenes 
A searching gladness bring— 
The bare brown fields and shivering woods for- 
lorn, 
Waiting for life, and spring! 


With glad, awakened eyes I see in these 
A bond of kinship new; 

So lay my soul, a frozen, voiceless thing, 
Waiting the lips of you. 


RutH Nort BENNETT 
Rockford College 
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March 


LONE upon the hilltop 
I stand while the breeze blows by; 
And the blue is browed with a rift of cloud 
That scurries through the sky. 


All wind-kissed are the cheeks of me, 

All ruffled is my hair, 

My veins all sing, with the welcoming sting 
Of my brothers, the Sun and the Air. 


Black darts, a-whirl on the breast of the breeze, 
The swallows dip and rise; 

With a flying free, they swirl toward me 
From the liquid blue of the skies. 


Around about, down the long hill-slope 

The sage-brushes golden sway, 

And low they bend, that the breath of the wind 
May whisper to them its lay. 
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And the long green waves of the ocean 
Rise light with their crests of foam, 
While the swaying veil of a single sail 
Comes lilting o’er them, home. 


Alone upon the hilltop— 

With the sky and the air and the sea; 

And the heart of the world is wide unfurled 
To the comrade heart of me! 


Inpia Hunt 
Agnes Scott College 
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March 31 


REAT muddled clouds stare above; 
And below— 
The dull flabby wastes of snow. 
Flakes are driving down 
With the persistence of unsatisfied desires. 


But look !— 

Down in the snow 

There are grass blades pricking through 
Eagerly lapping in the deep wetness. 
And there and there 

Are pale flag spears pointing! 


But listen !— 

The rain-crow is stalking on that old fence. 

And rasping out the call for rain. 

And now! 

That great fat robin that has been around here 
a week, 

Is talking right to you 

About this strange, spring weather. 
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Why, Spring’s here now! 
Isn’t this Just Spring’s way? 
Her old inconsistent way ? 
Icicle hanging down, 

And violet springing up? 


AMY CARLSON 
Unwersity of Denver 
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Pussy Willows 


ERHAPS they are pearls from the robe ot 
the Night, 
With their lustre all dimmed by the day; 
Perhaps they are pillows where shining heads 
rest 
When the fairies are weary of play. 


Perhaps they are sea-spray the Spring Wind 
has flung, 

With a laugh, to the green goddess, June; 

Perhaps they’re the ghosts of the soft silver 
light 

That has strayed from the land of the Moon. 


Or, perhaps, after all, they are just bits of 
down, 

From the wings of an angel who passed— 

Soft grey Pussy-willows that come in the Spring, 

Have I solved your sweet secret at last? 


ELIZABETH BRADY 
New Rochelle College 
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In Spring 


HE time in school is twice as long 
Because I hear that bluebird’s song. 
He sits right out there on a tree, 
And doesn’t have to work, like me. 


He’s better dressed than I am, too. 
His clean new suit is shiny blue, 
The big tie in the front is red. 
There’s nothing on his feet, or head! 


I wish I felt as good as he, 

Singing and swinging on a tree! 

I should, if I were climbing there 

With that wind blowing through my hair} 


Why can’t grown people do the sums 

And write big words that cramp our thumbs 
And let us go out-doors and play 

On every single sunny day? 


Ava F. CouuInawoop 
Mount Holyoke College 
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Earth to Spring 


MAID with eyes of sweetest tender blue, 
The perfume of your breath upon me 
blow, 
For I am old and weary and the snow 
And Winter’s winds have chilled me, but if you 
Will stay awhile by my faint side and woo 
Me with your trilling laugh and murmur low 
And tales of Cupid and his golden bow, 
I swear I shall grow young again and be 
A lover ardent. Kiss my withered lips 
And you shall make me strong with love and 
see 
Me beautified, and every lock that slips 
From out my cap of brown caressed for me 
By dainty touch of fairy finger tips. 


R. W. Coward 
University of Tennessee. 
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To a Humming Bird 


AIRY child of a flower, 
Fairy spirit set free, 
Embodied ecstasy 
Escaped from its bower; 


Summer’s daintiest thing, 
Bearing her exquisite green, 
Echoed in thy soft sheen, 

About on the wing; 


Grace of a lilting tune— 
Grace of more than a bird, 
Wings’ sound—all but unheard, 
Like a wind’s croon; 


Takest thou thus the flight 
This bud and that to try— 
Only to satisfy 

Thy grosser appetite ? 
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More than its beauty’s dower 
Surely thy form bespeaks. 
It is thy soul which seeks 

The soul of the flower. 


Guapys ARNE 
Coe College 
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The Bluebird 


NE bird I know, that haunts the blissful 
scene 
Where idling Spring renews her lavish wiles, 
And stores her gold, and countless tints of green 
To come with emerald step, and gracious smiles 
Some glad fresh morn :—but ah! my bird before 
Her train, with full, and strong impatient 
wing, 
Will bear the tidings to my very door, 
And I shall hear, deep stirred with wondering! 


My bird has caught the gentian-hue of skies 
That over-arched those orient isles he found; 
Has cloaked himself in such becoming guise, 
And touched his breast to musk rose teeming 
ground ; 
He learned the low, sweet cadence of the wind 
That touched with unseen lip the golden reed, 
And in his warble audibly entwined 
The lingering lilt of zephyrs on the mead. 
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When March is harsh, and blustering bends the » 
bough . 
Of leafless tree, with young buds still asleep, 
All unawares, some morning, and somehow, 
I know again my sluggish blood will leap, 
When on my ear the old familiar strain 
Will fall, and I shall catch a flash of blue, 
And know the gates of Paradise again 
Have open swung, and let my bluebird 
through. 


For after him will come the myriad throng 
Of varied joys, that lead to perfect June, 
The upland glades, and vales a-ring with song 
And meadows with a mantling bloom bestrewn, 
But oh! the gentle warble, first to steal 
Into our ear, gives joy no other brings. 
For winter-weary, every heart must feel 
A benediction, when the bluebird sings! 


WILLIAM PRINDLE ALEXANDER 
Cornell University 
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The Sylvan Musician 


IGH in his forest organ loft 
The musing wind now gently wrests 
From thousand pipes a music soft 
And croons above the empty nests. 


Anon he sings of bygone Spring, 
When first a sweeter music thrilled 

From silv’ry throats upon the wing 
And all the fragrant arches filled. 


Now wistfully he steals adown 
A vagrant sunbeam’s steep descent, 
And rustles o’er the flagging brown 
In quest of other instrument. 


He tarries by yon underbrush— 
A harp that sighs beneath his hand— 
He scarcely breaks the solemn hush 
Within that solemn forest land. 
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Now spies he deep beneath the trees 

One lone sweet blossom lingering there :— 
Soft fingering all its petal keys 

He plays upon that keyboard fair. 


And up and off he wanders on 
In restless mood the forest o’er 
And pensively he hums anon 
Sweet snatches of quaint woodland lore. 


Crriz A. LINGEMANN 
University of Detroit 
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Bumble Bee, D. D. 


ESIDE a haughty fleur-de-lis, 
Grew a weed of gold. 
Love, unsought, came stealthily 
For the haughty fleur-de-lis. 
Came a Reverend Bumble Bee, 
Divined that love, unasked, untold; 
Wed the haughty fleur-de-lis 
To the weed of gold. 


OrtHa L. WILNER 
Mount Holyoke College 
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Men Worship Me 


AM the stark and silent Pine. 
I stand as straight as the bow string. 
I stand as tall as the arrow flight. 
Men worship me because I never bend. 
I stand alone and self-sufficient. 
Eucalypti wail around me. 
EKucalypti toss hither and thither below my sum- 
mit. 

They shiver to the call of the storm. 
They quiver to the sigh of the wind. 
They glimmer to the waning of the moon. 
I alone remain untouched. 
I look ever upward. 
I am impregnable. 
I am eviable. 
Men worship me. 


Men are wont to worship that which they would 
not be. 

In the cold of the night I am lonely. 

Beasts cower from me because I make no moan. 
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Birds flee me because I never sway. 

T stand alone and self-sufficient. 

The storm-drops speed to the ground from the 
starkness of my branches. 

The wind whistles harshly against my stolidity. 

There is naught for the waning moon to linger 
on. 

T alone remain untouched. 


I would mingle with the breathing eucalypti at 
my feet. 

But I may never bend. 

I would see the brown of the sod. 

But I may look but upward. 

I am the stark and silent Pine. 

Men worship me. 


VELONA PILCHER 
Stanford Unwersity 
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The Almond Tree 


N the dusk before the dawning, 
In the dark before the day, 

I saw its aspic awning 

Spread above the shadow-way, 
Stood beneath the rich red weaving 

And the wax-wrought white so gay 
Blent to purple past believing— 

Made of March instead of May. 


In the silver sunlight’s pressure, 
In the half-warm noon’s embrace, 
I saw the spring’s first treasure 
Like a shining maiden’s face; 
Million petals halo-gleaming, 
Lambent links of fairy lace, 
Round the spring-sprite’s bosom stream- 
ing— 
Glimpse of glowing girlish grace. 
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Woe! I saw it night enshrouded, 

Whipt by wind and washt by rain, 
Light of dawn and noon, beclouded, 

Joy and youth turned age and pain; 
Petals flying, ghostly, ghastly, 

To be trampled down the lane ;— 
But the memory looming vastly 

Shall forever fair remain. 


Ah, and so shall early blooming 
Lose all sweetness young life gave? 
Rainy night-winds darkly dooming 
Pale pink-whiteness,—beauty brave? 
Youth’s fresh hope go glooming, glooming, 
Scattered scentless in its grave, 
And ghost-memory, vastly looming, 
Be all later life shall save? 


Reap Barn 
Willamette University 
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The Road to Everywhere 


HE road I traveled yesterday, 
Its walls are straight and high, 
And all along its trammelled way 
Old loves and sorrows lie, 
Fallen to dust and bones, and hid 
Each with a mould-heaped coverlid. 


Then why lament when earth is young, 
And summer blossoming? 

Many the songs that are not sung 
For my mute lips to sing! 

Many the dreams, like birds in ar, 

That skim o’er the Road to Everywhere! 


The road I travel on today 
Is fair and very wide, 
Beside it blooms the hawthorne-spray 
And the deep country-side ; 
The daisies shake above my feet, 
And the light wind breathes pure and sweet. 
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But broader far the dim blue space, 
The hills, the singing wind; 
Toward them, my soul, oh, turn thy face, 
And set thy feet to find,— 
And on for the wild, high things to dare, 
That throng o’er the Road to Everywhere! 


The rimless Road to Everywhere, 
Its ways are broad and free, 
A starry track, a cloudy stair, 
A cliff-path by the sea: 
Road of the heart, beneath my feet, 
That grows but as my footsteps beat! 


Why should today and yesterday 
With shadows drag me down, 
When all the world is a royal way 
That leads to a royal town,— 
To the dream-tomorrow that waits me there 
At the end of the Road to Everywhere! 


ELEANOR DOWNING 
Trinity College 
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The Hills 


ORN of the ice, the children of the ancient 
glacial creep; 

Lashed by the maddened waters of the primal 
river’s sweep ; 

Furrowed by the hands of time which left their 
rutted track; 

The hills are waiting, waiting, and I’m longing 
to go back. 


Panoply of shifting scenes, bedecked with varied 
cloaks, 

Hazel-brush and sassafras, the sumac and the 
oaks 

Stretch their leafy garments above those swelling 
breasts 

Of the patient hills that call to me to gather their 
bequests. 
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Restless with latent life, beneath the dwindling 
drifts, 

The hills are thrusting shoulders through the 
ever widening rifts; 

Spring, and laughing water, and a gaunt-armed 
white-oak tree 

Are whispering, and laughing, and beckoning to 
me. 


Sunshine-flooded, softened curves that meet the 
distant sky ; 

Vibrant air engulfing them, a warm wind loiter- 
ing by; 

It’s summer in the living hills where dwells the 
balm of peace: 

The voices call, and call to me, and offer care’s 
surcease. 


Nature’s banners flaunting in a wind whose 
power thrills, 

Scarlet ranks of sumac on the undulating hills; 

Blushing groves of sassafras, the golden-rod’s 
bright blaze 

Send haunting calls to come to them in autumn’s 
hazy days. 


[ 26 ] 


A COLLEGE ANTHOLOGY FOR 1916-17 


Smothered in the roistering gale that’s filled with 
biting frost; 

Bare trees sobbing, sobbing for the banners that 
are lost; 

Rugged friends are all the hills where winter 
holds its sway, 

And my eyes are dim with searching for the path 
that leads that way. 


Tired of wandering, filled with longing for the 
path which climbs the slope 

Where the scarlet of the sumac seems the altar 
fire of hope; 

May I once again turn backward and watch the 
sunset pale 

Till the shadows of the twilight steal along the 
old hill-trail. 


A. J. Patou 
Michigan Agricultural College 
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Rime of the Cross-Cut Saw 


’VE often said, young feller, 
[ An’ I always shall insist 
If you’ve never pulled a cross-cut 
There’s a heap of fun you’ve missed. 
If you’ve never mauled a timber wedge, 
An’ hewed an oaken glut, 
An’ jerked a stump-saw lively 
When the kerf was saggin’ shut, 
An’ blocked the notch with cobble-stone 
To make the timber jump, 
An’ watched the giant waver 
An’ topple on the stump, 
An’ felt the woods just quiver 
With the ferver of his fall, 
An’ dodged the ‘‘widow makers’’ 
Why, your cup ain’t full at all. 


I wouldn’t take a fortune 
For some memories that I’ve got 
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Of workin’ with my Daddy 
Down in our old timber lot. 
If I lived to be a thousand, 
With all the strength I had 
I’d bless that spot, for there it was 
That first I knew my Dad! 
An’ while I’m on the subject 
Just let me say there ain’t 
No place in all creation 
Where two men can get acquaint 
Like that same old country wood-lot 
When the mornin’ snow is clean 
An’ their two souls sing a-swingin’ 
With the singin’ brier between. 


I sometimes like to fancy 
That when the earth was new 
The Lord glanced round one mornin’ 
As he still continues to, 
An’ the City Folk were wicked, 
But the Farmer Folk were good, 
An’ the Lord, by way of blessin’, 
Just invented cuttin’ wood. 
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An’ that’s how I explain it, 
An’ that’s why I insist 
If you’ve never pulled a cross-cut 
You don’t know what you’ve missed. 


R. 8. Cuark 
Michigan Agricultural College 
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The Ballade of all Out-Doors 
\ \ | HEN the sky is gettin’ mellow, and the 


musty, damp earth-smell 

Is mountin’ up like whiskey in your brain; 

When you feel that things are growin’, and you 
watch the gutters swell 

With the heavy snow of winter that is melting 
once again: 

Do ye smell your old camp-fire? Do ye feel the 
outland rain? 

Do ye hear the call o’ camps that you have 
known? 

If ye do, ye’d best obey it, for you'll fight with 
it in vain— 

For it’s all out-doors a-callin’ to its own. 


Ah, the blue, fine days 0’ summer when the sail 
is drawin’ well, 

And the buckin’ mast is creakin’ with the strain ; 

When the combers singin’ westward seem to have 
a tale to tell 
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And you listen to their whisper—but they will 
not say it plain. 

In the leisure of the doldrums, in the silence of 
the main, 

The meanin’ of their murmur came to us, and 
us alone— 

We thought it was the sea or sky—’twas stronger 
than the twain, 

For it’s all out-doors a-callin’ to its own. 


Have you tramped upon the uplands before the 
cloud-burst fell 

When that heavy hush was weighin’ on the 
plain ? 

Was it there you learned the urgin’ that makes 
you say farewell 

When the spring-time comes a-rollin’ round 
again ? 

You buck against the cloud-burst, and your joy 
is mostly pain, 

But you wouldn’t swap the pleasure for a throne! 

The reason you can understand, but no one can 
explain— 

For it’s all out-doors a-callin’ to its own. 
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Envoi 


Mate, we’ve traveled on the mountains, beneath 
the stars we’ve lain 

In the learnin’ of this lesson that we’ve shown— 

And we hear the voices callin’, and we’ve got 
to go again, 

For its all out-doors a-callin’ to its own. 


RaupH R. PERRY 
Columbia University 
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The Gift 


H the glory of high places, wind-blown 
earth and erystal sky ; 
The magic of the hilltops, the moving clouds and 
high 
A sunlit hawk on quiet, slanting wings. 
He drifts and curves and balances, and now my 
spirit flings 
Aside the chains of earth, and soars up with the 
hawk and sings; 
Oh the wonder of my passage—and the ease. 


The smell of pine and water; sunlight-arrows on 
the trees; 
Beneath, sun-shadowed amethyst and amber. 
Now I cease 
To feel my earthly chains—my soaring soul 
Beyond the sun-warmed pines, o’er flashing 
water seeks the goal; 
Below, the white of surf, and far above the 
ocean’s roll 
The flashing white of myriad sea-gulls’ wings. 
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On golden light of morning, I fly beyond these 
weary things 

Of earth,—this sickness, sorrow, and the empti- 
ness death brings, 

The heavy-wingéd night whose thoughts like stif- 
ling feathers fall, 

As I lie quiet, staring at the pattern on the wall, 

Until with soul out-stretching, [ reach a light 
above the pall; 

In the glory of the morning, to height of heights 
I fly. 


ALICE Ewing BLACKWELL 
Lake Erie College 
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Chinoiserie 


CLOUD of shivering silver: 
The aspen in the wind. 
Gold foil, the river leaping under sun. 
The moth-moon shyly showing, on 
slender jade impearled ; 
The sky is a glowing poppy, all unfurled. 


Basette DEuTSCH 
Barnard College, 1917 
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One Day 


OLD! The yellow buttercups upon the 
emerald lawn 

Reflect the morning sunbeams as their yellow 

buds unfold, 
Gleaming from the dewy grass amid the dewy 

dawn: 

What a fairy treasure trove, all shining green 
and gold! 


Blue! A flash of azure wings above the silver 
stream, 
Where shining trout leap to and fro the crystal 
waters through, 
The swift kingfisher darts across,—a creature 
from a dream, 
Then vanishes, a vision fled of silver and of 
blue. 
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Gray ! Soft shadows melting into dusk across the 
wall, 
Rosy color in the west to bid farewell to day! 
Through the gathering darkness comes a hermit 
thrush’s call, 
So clear and sweet, while all the twilight world 
is rose and gray. 


GracE NoEerR SHERBURNE 
Jackson College 
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Distichs 


I 


EHIND the hills the moon has sheathed his 
Saracenic blade, 
Lest you should see the gleaming edge in dreams, 
and be afraid. 


II 


What gorgeous gifts the sun pours out upon the 
dewy field! 

The spider, armored Amazon, receives an opal 
shield. 


III 


Like arrows leaping to the moon grow lilies 
white and tall, 

But bluely burn the souls of men along the grave- 
yard wall. 
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IV 
You came and sat with me beneath the Tree of 
Dismal Hours, 
And lo, the dark boughs burst in bloom with 
countless red-lipped flowers! 


v 

‘“Who are these pale, unhappy ones that pass 
Life’s roses by ?”’ 

‘<They are the dearly loved of Death,’’ I heard 
a voice reply. 


VI 
Your laugh is like these water-rings that widen 
as they die, 
For as a sweet eolian ghost it murmurs in the 


sky. 


VED 
White is the highway of Today,—Oh, let us leave 
our fears 
And ride the horses of delight across the buried 
years. 


Ropert REDFIELD, JR. 
Umwersity of Chicago 
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The Gold of the Gods 


Morgenstunde bringt Gold im Munde—‘‘German Proverb.’’ 


P, up, out of my bed! 
I’ve a friend on the way; I must meet 
him. 
Out of my bed, up on my horse, 
And ride toward the East to greet him! 
Nostrils spread wide and limbs aquiver, 
Impatient feet scarce touching the ground, 
Down the long lane and over the river, 
Clearing the fence with a single bound— 
My horse is athrob and I am athrob, 
Athrob and athrill with the surging blood, 
As we rush on, on toward the East. Stop! Look! 
The day’s coming on in a golden flood. 
Ah the wild ecstasy! wine of youth, wine of 
morning, 
And all the mad thrill of it! 
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I stand in my stirrup, throw back my head, 
Drink in my fill of it. 

Welcome, welcome, new morn with your gift, 
The gift from the gods that you bring to me, 

From your storehouse of years another glad day 
To live and to love and to dare and to be! 


FRANCES IMoGEN WILSON 
Whitman College 
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The Evening Primrose 


ARKLY the hay-sweet meadows dream 
away the hours, 
Dim but for lustrous drifts along the rough 
fence bars 
Where the evening primrose holds her silken 
petalled flowers, 
Glimmering beneath the stars. 


The scornful butterflies all day sail down the 
breeze. 
With wilted shrivelled blooms she hides her 
treasure trove. 
Day’s flowers with myriad charms allure the 
fickle bees. 
She only, shuns their love. 


But like a loveless maid she droops till twilight 
brings 
Dewfall and starlight pale. Then opes her 
chaste gold heart. 
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To her the night-moths flit on fairy coloured 
wings, 
Painted with elfin art. 


Hawk-moths, sober gray as faded evening skies, 
Lunas blazoned over with beryl and amethyst, 

Cynthias, cloudy buff with wine-red peacock eyes, 
Gather from out the mist. 


SypNEY BALDWIN SELF 
Princeton Unwersity 
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Evening on the Lake 


N the depths of the sky is the blue of night, 
But opal and turquoise and sea-shell pink, 
Are the clouds that were left at the water’s 
brink 
By the sun, in its western flight. 


On the purple pier shines a beacon bright, 
That besieges the lake—all coppery gold, 
Where it lies like a shield that the nixies hold, 

With arrows of golden light. 


A baby breeze in search of rest, 
Playfully toys with the willow’s hair, 
Then silently nestles, all free from care, 
On the peaceful water’s breast. 


KATHERINE PAGE WHITESIDE 
University of Wisconsin 
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Evening Near the Campus 


like a memory lingering in the 
mind, 
There rests upon the summit of a hill 
High to the east a glorious crown of light; 
And on the hill a home which seems ablaze, 
So bright its windows flash their signal-fires 
Back toward the sunken sun that, long before, 
Had spread the shadows of the western woods 
A-down the eastern slope and o’er the vales. 
The crows fly west in twos and threes; the 
larks 
Are hushed, and silent are the thrushes; while 
The cardinal darts off across the sky 
To seek his cedar home. In leafly bowers 
The crooning doves are nestled snug. As if 
To improvise a milky-way on earth, 
There blinks and flickers down along the vale 
A stretch of twinkling fireflies; and they seem 
A lake whose trembling waves shake back the 
light 
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Of stars above. Far through the dampening air 
The frogs’ clear serenade trills in the dark. 

The distant headlands fade; the woods recede; 
The nearer copses cower in the dusk; 

The fences stretch away into mere dimness; 

And last, the western forest slowly blends 

To darkness. Daunted, all the stars terrene 
Turn out their feeble lamps; the frogs all hush, 
As if to listen to the stillness, and, 

Listening, forget to sing, and fall asleep. 

Bee =i = Then night. 


Haru HupELsOoN 
Indiana University 
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Moonlight 


HE moon’s a spectre pirate ship 
Upon an inky sea; 
A shred of mist her tattered flag, 
The clouds her canvas be; 
And dueats, silver ducats, 
A myriad shower of these! 
She’s thrown them o’er to light the 
craft ; 
They’ve silvered all the trees. 


MARGUERITE ATTERBURY 
Wellesley College 
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Coney Island by Night 


ITY of Dreams, 
8 I watch you from the ocean’s edge tonight, 
Thinking, 
How like a queen of ancient Syria 
You seem, 
Standing beside the sea / 
Pale, magnificent, mysterious, 
Throated with bands of color-wavering lights, 
And girdled round in a zone of tumultuous 
jewels! 


Ten thousand bidders of your purchasable 
charms 

Swarm about you like madmen 

Knowing not what they crave, 

Yet asking, 

In the beautiful upheaval of their souls,— 

Asking that you give! 
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In unabating multitudes 

They come, 

Your restless lovers in the throng, 

Like pilgrims to a violated shrine 

Spurred on by rumors of vast spoil, 

And fashioning 

On the dimly-figured carpets of their minds 
Orgies of splendid plundering! 

From the tentacular city they come, 

And from the strange places, 

Seeking this night on your gorgeous bosom 
The sweet, oblivious bourn 

Of their soul’s unresting tides 


O City of Dreams, 

Your spell is upon me now! 

I watch you, and am lost 

In the surge of your splendour and your 
mystery ! 

The waves, 

Yellow and silver in the moonlight, 

Beat remorselessly against the shore, 

As though questioning in their solemn and in. 
cessant roll 

The meaning of your spirit. 


[ 50 ] 


A COLLEGE ANTHOLOGY FOR 1916-17 


I read your answer, 

City of Dreams, 

Like a banner unfurled 

In the midst of your blazing coronet of fires: 

Only your splendid body 

Have you given up to their frenzied impor- 
tunings, 

Feeling a pity for them in their human clamor; 

But the flower and the wonder and the magic 

Of your immaculate soul 

You have kept from them 

Remote, inviolate, and undiscoverable, 

Forever and forever 


Gustav Davison 
Columbia Unwersity 
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Night Magic 


HEN the wail of the swamps and the 
marsh-hen’s eall, 
And the moan of the southern pine 
All meet ’neath the rays of a yellow moon, 
And the charm of a hoot-owl’s whine 
In the magic sway of a southern night, 
And the eall of the southern sea, 
There’s a thrill to life and a rush of joy 
That’s a breath of eternity. 


Ruts Euiot 
Lake Erie College 
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Night 


HE ever-busy weaver clouds are carding 
wool and spinning shrouds 
To catch the dying glory of the westering sun. 
Twilight is hushéd as a tomb, 
The wind has ta’en her holy broom 
And cleanly swept the heavenly room 
Like to a serving nun. 


The slim moon singeth in the sky a gentle lovely 
lullaby, 

And soft the black sea sleepeth beneath her silver 
hands; 

While all the golden little stars, 

Those million future avatars, 

Are waving red and yellow bars 

In pious sarabands. 


Below, the fretted world is calm, for Night hath 
spread her silent balm 
Upon the eyes of sorrow, upon the hearts of pain. 
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Sweet hope hath folded up her wings, 

And grief forgets to pluck her strings, 

While angels with soft carollings 
Wash clean the earth from stain. 


CarLYLeE F. MacIntyre 
Umversity of Southern California 
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Late Summer’s Night 


HE cotton clouds float out like 
seeds 

From the sky’s open milk weed pod; 

Then late—across the vast grey meads 

Stretch stars like sprays of golden rod. 


Then suddenly the harvest moon 
Arises from the hills and tow’rs, 

And lke a thriftless bee at noon 
Flits far above the listless flow’rs. 


Wild asters touch near vagrant path 
In fragrance of wild clematis; 

Then like our love’s sweet aftermath 
With haunting pathos lightly kiss. 


Miriam CASSEL 
Wilson College 
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Evening 


OME Love, let’s wander to the woodland 
west 

Of the orchard. For Phoebus ends his ride, 
And tired of his sport has flung aside 

His gaily colored reins to seek his rest. 
Gladly the earth subsides. At his behest 

The sleepy field-mouse seeks a shock to hide, 
And tiny birds are crooning heavy-eyed, 

While we enjoy the hour we love the best. 


It seems as though ’twere yesterday I found 
You sunk to your knees in poppies, the bees 
Sucking the nectar from the gaudy flower 
Caught in your hair. Your witchery has 
bound 
Me many a year; for out among the trees, 
E’en at life’s close, I’m thrilled by that strange 
power. 


ELLEN MAcKENzIE Dopson 
Umwersity of Southern California 
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Leaves in the Yard 


O gather leaves and heap them into 
pyres! 

Hasten destruction with the workman’s 

fires! 
Let not a tawny leaf, a twig, remain 
To leave upon the grass their autumn stain. 
Let every lawn in man’s own way be clean: 
Approximate (if possible) the sheen 
Of your luxurious rugs; all splendor show! 
How like a carpet now the trim lawns grow! 
Exterminate the odor of the leaf— 
Obliterate its life, its death—all grief! 
Let not our ears be deaf, our eyes be blind 
With all this boisterous rustling in the wind! 
Man treads today with rubber on his heels, 
Grows ill with every passing pain he feels, 
Is shocked at nature’s unadorned arrays: 
‘‘As pretty as a picture!’’—highest praise! 
So rake the leaves and gather them together ; 
Their time is by, here is but winter weather. 
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But bear thou this in mind: thy life once 
done, 

Thou shalt then lie in nature’s nakedness, 

Beneath the snow or wilted in the sun, 

Buried, like leaves, in leaves of wilderness. 


JOHN DANIEL PARson 
Harvard University 
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Winter Pictures 


ITTLE fairy snow-flakes 
Falling from the sky, 

Where the stars in wonder 

Watch the moon go by. 
Dainty little favors 

White as blossomy spray 
Through the gray clouds sifted 

From the Milky Way. 


Sunbeams in a frolic 
On an Autumn noon, 
Stole some drops of water 
From a still lagoon; 
Up they bore them where the 
Fairies come and go, 
And the fairies made them 
Into flakes of snow. 
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Up on high in elfin 
Shops and smithies, sprites 
With tiny mallets wrought them 
Through the fairy nights. 
When their work was finished 
There came floating down 
Fragile little pictures 
Of a fairy town. 


Lro J. RYAN 
Campion College 
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Noel * 


OW soft the fingers of the 
snow 
Across the winter grass! 
How white the waxen mistletoe! 
’Tis Nature’s holy mass— 
O winter wind, breathe low, breathe 
low, 
And let the Christmas spirit pass. 


JEANNETTE EVERETT LAws 
Smith College 


*Published in the Delineator December, 1916. 
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The Snowflakes 


OFT, starry, crystal snow-flakes, 
From far, cold seas of misty gray, 
As frozen froth on foam waves, 
Come flickering down the hazy way,— 


Biting, chilling—thrilling 
Every heart where’er they go; 

Painting, glinting—tinting 
Every. cheek with rosy glow; 


Like arctic leaves, white, silken, 

From tendrils, twigs and boughs of mist, 
By breezes blown and teased and tossed, 

By tiny cold-sprites gently kissed,— 


Falling, flitting, flickering, 

Never tarrying in their flight; 
Glancing, prancing, dancing 

With a shower of glistening white; 
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As frost-fringed flowers, pale-petaled, 
From icy, airy, chilly clime, 

In gardens grown ’mid dainty folds 
Of curling clouds and mist divine,— 


Blooming, shimmering, glimmering 
In the dismal grimy gray ; 

Fluttering, swirling, whirling 
Gayly in their frisky play; 


As crosses, crescents, diamonds, 

Silvery stars, and pallid pearls, 
Sprinkled, scattered through the skies 

In swiftly sweeping, showering swirls ;— 


Leaping, hurrying, scurrying 
Swiftly zig zag, here and there; 
Rushing, racing, chasing 
Lightly, spritely, through the air; 


Welcome, Christmas jewels, 

From your distant, frigid flight! 
Come to deck the barren landscape 

With your chaste and downy white,— 
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Freshening, brightening, whitening 

Fields and meadows bleak and brown, 
Tinseling, tinging, fringing 

Trees and grass with crystal gown; 


Welcome, Christmas blessings! 
Heaven’s purest, whitest gift, 
Robing earth’s hard frozen bosom 

In a erystal, fleecy drift,— 


Glowing, gleaming, beaming 
What a sparkling, light array! 
Gladdening, brightening, whitening 
All the earth on Christmas day. 


J. A. Harm 
Taylor Unwwersity 
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Winter 


HE naked trees rattle their gaunt limbs 
In the gusts of the biting wind. 
Deeper sinks the chill into the frozen earth. 


The song of the streams is choked 
By an unrelenting pall of ice. 
The sky is gray with gathering snows. 


Then, like the hand of time on sorrow, 
The pitying snow will cover the scar of the earth 
And, as a curtain, hide the shame of nature. 


But after the winter comes the spring. 

The trees will clothe their limbs with tender 
leaves ; 

The frozen streams will wake with new life. 


The blasts of old age strip me naked; 

Helpless, I ask only the blessedness of covering 
snows. 

After death will spring come again? 


E. H. Suite 
Clark College 
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The Winds of Day and Night 


WAKE! Away! 
Urges the wind today. 
Follow me, follow me far away! 
Leave your body to toil and pine 
But cast your soul in the midst of 
mine. 
Let it blow wherever I go,— 
Up to the skies or out to sea, 
Over the hills to a fair country. 
Give me your soul at morning dew; 
At dusk I’ll bring it back to you, 
As clean as I and as glad and high. 
What do you say? 
Urges the wind today. 


Peace! Be still! 
Over the darkened hill, 
Blessing, caressing the sleeping land 
With the lingered touch of a mother’s 
hand, 
Airily poised, with footsteps light, 
Haltingly wander the winds tonight, 
Pausing here and again to see 
That all things are as they ought to be. 


[ 66 ] 


A COLLEGE ANTHOLOGY FOR 1916-17 


They do not speak, they do not sing 
Or challenge the soul to anything. 
Only they move, and their passing by 
Is the rise and fall of a lullaby. 
Rustle and thrill, rustle and thrill 
Hear how it blesses, caresses and thrills. 
Rustle and thrill! Peace, be still! 
Far away o’er the western hill 
The master wind of the day is gone, 
And the mothering winds of night sweep 
on! 


RussetL Lorp 
Cornell University 
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Rain 


OW flows in filmy patterns from 
the sky 

The soundless vesture of the 

graying rain. 
Darkly it covers 
The massed green 
Of verdured trees. 
Slightly it hovers 
In mittant sheen 
On silver leaves. 
Let from the Earth . 
A prescience arise 
Like censered mirth 
At Delphie sacrifice ! 
Let there be tender odors telling 
Fruitions like deep music swelling! 
Revivified, 
Itensified, 
The grimed grass, 
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The new-turned field. 
Mark the quiver 

Of the river 

Under the shiver 

Of the rain! 

A dispelled delusion 

Is the white illusion 
Of the dandelion. 
Forcelessly 

Soundlessly 

Ceaselessly : 
The remote rain encloses 
The plain 

With sheen 

Like dew-dark roses. 


i, 


Hear the swift slither 

Of rain in the gutters 

Or the sharp dither 

Of motor-car chains! 
It rains. 


From steel-shodden hoofs 
A too-hollow clangor 
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Water hisses on roofs 
In overfilled drains! 
It rains 


A wind-broken dray horse 
Lies dead by the curb stone 
With voice that is curse hoarse 
The driver complains. . 

It rains 


Stark, ghosty-hued faces 
Sodden odored folk hurry 
None to the same places 
But all to their gains. 

It rains 


Harotp VAN Kirk 
University of Chicago 


[70 ] 


A COLLEGE ANTHOLOGY FOR 1916-17 


Fog 


: N everywhere of mist, 
Around the where I am, 


With silver softly kissed 

To make a gleaming veil 

For flitting glimpse of sail 

And flashing white gull’s wings. 
’Tis thus gray fog reveals 

The soul of all sea things! 


Maregaret R. SHERWOOD 
Smith College, 1919 
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Woman, Song and Season 


O more songs of summer to me! 
Summer, when the morn sits idly on a 
cloud 
And beckons me with luscious eyes! 
I have heard too much; 
Summer is too full, with all the feasting, 
dancing, 
On the beach, in tepid surf; 
I have lain too close to clinging limbs 
And breasts and lips and hair, 
Bound to the heated sand, 
Have breathed the perfumed, fetid breath of 
sensuality, 
Too weary for passion and too weak to rise and 
break away. 
No more of summer! No more of woman! 
No more, no more! 
What a mumbling song! No more! 


Of spring? Ha, ha, ha, ha! 
The debutante, limbs and bosom bare, 
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A fatuous smile, and starry eyes, 
And dewy tresses—ha, ha, ha! 
No more! Sing no more! 


Of autumn? It’s the time 

Of full-hued foliage against the hoary rocks of 
ancient cliffs, 

Of flaming woodbine climbing a stark dead 
oak, 

With many hands upstretched like a sailor 
swarming up a mast; 

Of bright warm days, and drowsy, droning bees, 


Heavily loaded elder bushes 

Sleek, tawny stacks of wheat. 

Ay, it is the time when men reap what they’ve 
sown, 

And gather grain 

To feed children born of springtime love, 

And nourish women in the flush of motherhood— 


Stop singing! 

You call on manhood when you sing of woman, 
children, 

And waiting grain and fruit. 
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I’ve no manly soul in me, I cannot bear 
The burdened song of motherhood, 
Fruition—it is autumn’s self! 

Be silent! 


Yet—one song— 

Sing of winter—of strength of soul and of 
body— 

November, when the aging days wrestle with 
the north wind, 

Rugged Yuletime, when the rushing storm 

Drives out the decrepit year with lash of sleet. 

Drive me out with the year! Set me adrift with 
the snow! 

Plunge me into the storm! Dash me upon icy- 
armored rocks! 

Flay me to life with the whip of the whirlwind! 

Then fling me upon a hillside and let a stupor 
bundle me about 

Like nature’s snow-sleep. 

Let me lie there long, a little aside from the road 
of life, 

Till I am awakened by useful, plodding steps. 

Then my eyes shall open upon a valley, 

Upon comforting roofs and the smoke of warm- 
ing domestic chimneys, 
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Upon the mystic blue of snowfields at dawn, 

Where clumps of marshgrass soon appear like 
matted, sleepy tufts of hair. 

The morn lays jewelled fingers on the hilltops. 

The misty radiance of her rosy breath softly 
transforms the snow-rubbed earthy hills to 
fairy mountains, 

And afar gleam out enchanted lakes, green- 

_ bound in ice— 


O, Winter! I have broke my bonds! I trust 
thee, 

And begin to trust all nature. 

I can look upon these sweating snowbanks— 

Nature perspiring in her sleep— 

And rejoice that she will soon awake 

To live and love anew, and bring forth life, and 
nourish it; 

Ay, could even smile at the March brook, that 
brimful, bubbles o’er its banks and thro’ the 
field, 

Careless of aught but to laugh at the courting 
sun 

And run its way. 


Water L. Roosa 
Syracuse Unwersity 
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From a Train Window 


HE gride and screech of snorting locomo- 
tives, 
That hoarsely cough and sputter everywhere, 
Are sharply cutting long and zigzag gashes 
Upon the smoky air! 


And from the dingy, drab, and squatty shed, 
Where soot and heavy smoke is drifting wan, 
Out from the network of the tangled rails, 
The train rolls on! 


Soon by my open window, I can see 
How all along the hills and wayside wold, 
The sunset pours a topaz beauty in 
Shimmering pools of gold. 


And on a farm, a little turquoise pond 


Is flaked with orange-blossom spray, and 
seems, 


When rose-vermilion petals flutter down, 
A shaken pool of dreams. 
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Here past a farmhouse, burbles on a brook; 
There geese are cronking under apple boughs; 

While drifting comes the clinkle-clank of bells 
From drowsy munching cows. 


Fragrant are hayricks near the shaky barns; 
Liles and jonquils in the garden flare; 

And Oh, at yonder creaky garden gate, 
Who are the lovers there? 


Louis GINSBERG 
Rutgers College 
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The Little Things 


H, how I have loved the little best things 
of love: 
The cool wetness of your lips when I found you 
drinking from a woodland stream ; 
The slim white curves of you when I surprised 
you swimming naked in the clean dawn sea, 
And the smooth salt taste of your body when 
I kissed you; 
The sleepy eyes of you when you kissed me 
goodnight, 
And the sleepy eyes of you when I kissed you 
awake ; 
The long waves of your hair when you combed it, 
The quaint part in the middle, 
And your face framed in its live gold; 
The little whimsical wrinkling of your nose to 
tease me; 
The still touch of your hand in the wide dark- 
ness of night, 


[78] 


A COLLEGE ANTHOLOGY FOR 1916-17 


And the still toueh of your hand in the wider 
darkness of suffering; 

The quick hot breath of you on my cheek when 
you woke in the night and asked me what 
woke you, 

And the soft swelling of your breasts against me 
when I quieted you to sleep. 


Francis T. KimBaLu 
Columbia University 
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The Soul of My Love 


F I could see your soul, sweet hauntress, as 
a thing apart, 

Would it be like a star, the light of which beams 
through those amber eyes, 

Or would it be a flower-child plucked out fresh 
from Nature’s heart, 

A rose, perhaps, white as the brow of sleep, and 
veined with blue, 

Or sacred lily rimmed with purity, 

Or sheeny-silvered butterfly, or rose-fleeced sum- 
mer cloud? 


I sought all nature, filled with ardent sighs, 
To find thy soul ; 

And was rewarded, 

Seeing two drops of erystal dew 

Lying together in the empurpled violet’s heart. 


Ivy May Grant 
University of Southern California 
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The Blue Eyes O’ My Lassie, O 


ee Toe WC. Ries 


HE simmer sky wi’ tints o’ blue 
An’ like hue o’ the sea, 
Aire naething but the shaedows 0’ 
The lo’e-blue eyes 0’ thee. 


Rare diamonds aire thy belle-blue eyes, 
Pure niches o’ thine heart ; 

Whence weal an’ wae, aft in disguise 
Thir fragrance do, impart. 


The roses fad’, my lassie, O, 
An’ life in time does wane; 

Sti’ a’ I’d ask, my lassie, O, 
Aire thy blue eyes again. 


CHORUS 


The blue eyes o’ my lassie, O, 
Fair weathery springs 0’ love, 

The blue eyes o’ my lassie, O, 
Aire blue eyes frae abo’e. 


Ewart W. G. HurrMan 
Lenoir College 
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Platonica 


EAR, dearest, 
Why do the arms of me yearn? 
Dear, dearest, 
Why do the lips of me burn? 


I, who have trained my mind in an austere 
school, 
Why do I quiver because your brow is cool? 


I, who have vowed that Minerva alone is fair, 
Why is my world ablaze at the touch of your 
hair ? 


I, who have scorned things sensuous under my 
feet, 


Why do I freeze and burn if your lips are sweet? 
I, who know I must be as steel, and forget— 


Why does the soul in me faint when your eyes 
are wet? 
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Dear, dearest, 

Would I be ashen and old? 
Dear, dearest, 

Could I be distant and cold? 


JEANNETTE Howarp Foster 
Rockford College 
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Song 


PRIL, April, laughing by, 

April, can you tell me why 
You are happy, you are gay ?— 
Have you seen my Love to-day? 


April, did you ever know 
Tides of fragrant glory so 
Swift to flood the avenue ?— 
Listen, eager April, you! 


April, when I saw her last, 

All her laughter, as she past, 

Like a sudden flame in air, 
Quenched the sunlight everywhere! 


Tell me, did you ever see 
How it is that Love could be 
Sweetness poured on me like this, 


Sweetness burning in a kiss! 
* * * * * * 
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April, April, going by, 

Underneath a flame of sky,— 
April, have you seen my Sweet, 
Laughing down the laughing street? 


Louis GINSBERG 
Rutgers College 
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Sunset Point 


ne ND in the flower month, I’ll leave,’’ I 
said, 

‘‘And may not come again upon this hill 

To touch your hand, and see the mists rise still 

Like love-thoughts from the valley.’’ And I 
said, 

‘“‘The years will pass and many will be dead 

That, like us, love to count the stars. The still 

Cold hand of loneliness will touch and fill 

Our hearts with longings that we won’t forget.’’ 


Your face, thrown back, shone white beneath 
your hair. 

Your lips half opened did not move. A pool 

Of night lay in the valley, black and cool, 

While we stood still like chiseled marble, there, 

Upon the hills the mists made violet. 

But when I kissed your eyes, my lips were wet! 


R. D. JAMESON 
Unwersity of Wisconsin 
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Memories 


ISTFUL and strange and sweet, 
What memories are these that gather 
round my feet? 

There are at the graying end of day 
They sit in serious conclave and array, 
Or sometimes from the gloom 
They start and scamper in my room 
And climb on sudden trails of a regretful scent 
Up to my breast and arms and hair 
And murmuring nestle there. 
So soft they are and young and wild 
My heart breaks at their tugging mild. 


Marie SyRKIN 
Hunter College 
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Little Dark Star 
(A French peasant girl’s song) 


ITTLE dark star 
Smile on me, 
Smile on me 
Most happily, 
For I am now a bride to be, 
Little dark star. 


Little dark star 

Weep with me, 

Weep with me, 

In sympathy a 

My soldier’s dead hevond 
the sea, 

Little dark star. 


Little dark star 

Peace to me, 

Peace to me 

In a nunnery, 

At prayers all day to Sainte 
Marie. 

Little dark star! 


BERNARDINE A. KEISER 
Snuth College 
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A Year Ago 


YEAR ago I saw your both eyes fill 
With quivering joy when we met so; 
Your living lips flamed up in fiery thrill,— 
With shivering ecstasy and glow. 
I wonder—ah I wonder—what could kill 
Such all delivering love a year ago? 


A year ago if we had met and spoke 
Together as we did to-day ; 
Could you have been so calm and cold, to joke 
About the things we used to say? 
Could you have said: ‘‘The fool hath now 
awoke ?’’ 
A year ago you had another way. 


A year ago you laughed with me at gold. 
You often cried, ‘‘I scorn it so—;”’’ 
And then you held my head with fairy hold, 
Cunningly kissing me—laughing and low. 
* * * * * * * * 


I wonder wistfully—Would you have sold 
Your love for me to that a year ago? 


BENJAMIN GROSBAYNE 
Harvard Unversity 
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Shadows 


HADOWS, like vague dreams of 
youth, 

Lie upon the grass 

Wavering as the little winds 

Through the tall trees pass. 


Far before us spreads the world, 
Fair and bright to see, 

River blue and orchards white, 
Meadows wide and free. 


Close beside me stands my friend, 
Winsome, dreaming soul, 
Twinkling with her changing eyes, 
And expressions droll. 


Shadows, world, and friend of mine, 
All that I would clasp 

And hold within my longing heart, 
Just evade my grasp. 


ELizABETH GALLOWAY 


Beloit College 
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Song of the Troubadour 


(Published in the ’16-’17 College Reveille as 
‘*Minstrel Song.’’) 


HERE is her lip’s soft laugh to-night? 
Where is the mystical June? 
They seem to have all disappeared to-night 
In the dust of a death-pale moon! 
A moon like the one that is sailing now 
But free from its pale white hue, 
Looked down on her window of latticed bars 
Where her eyes watched, wet with dew. 


But now, O God! They are closed in death— 
She is shrouded, stiff and cold. 

Can you wonder now that I hate this night? 
Can you wonder my heart is old? 

Her lips that I touched so tremblingly warm 
Are frozen, have lost their rose! 

Her white wan face like a flower pressed 
Is stilled by the Black Death’s throes! 
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By the moon-splashed palace wall one night, 
With a wonderful magic around, 

She laughingly whispered, ‘‘Some day I shall 

die.”’ 

With kisses I hushed the sound. 

Then we laughed, we two, with care-free hearts 
As light as the street bird’s song; 

But we did not know how near she was right 
Our kisses how far they were wrong! 


The guards have kept me away from her, 
And I cannot see her face! 
The gold of her kindred has barred my way, 
Their gold and velvet and lace. 
So I am doomed as a wandering bard, 
And my way will be dark and long; 
My heart will be filled with the hush of her 
breasts, 
My lips with a death-sad song. 


JAMES R. PEERY 
Agricultural and Mechanical College 
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A Lonely House 


DREAMED last night there were no 
broken hearts— 
A lonely house is good to wanderers 
And the tall trees whispered lullabies beneath 
the moon. 
With lights turned low I saw the sea afoam 
Flash pale behind the tossing, sighing limbs, 
While just below a dew-strewn path led toward 


the beach. 

My eyes were closing when your voice rang 
soft 

And laughed—‘‘I came to blow your candles 
out,”’ 


Then darkness, silence, but your presence in the 
dark. 


Sometime when restless wandering is o’er, 
And I am all too tired for a dawn, 
I’d like to lie there with my face turned toward 
the sea; 
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Your laughing voice for music, quiet eyes— 
Your eyes above me; then in lasting dark 
I’d dream forever that there were no broken 

hearts. 


H. Harpy Hers 
Stanford University 


[ 94 ] 


A COLLEGE ANTHOLOGY FOR 1916-17 


Philosophy and Bess 


I 


ESS, do you mean it, really, when you say, 
(Blinking up at me with those lazy eyes) 
“*Tt must be nice to be so awf’ly wise?’’ 
Or, is it just your way 
Of teasing me, blind, boastful, know-it-all— 
You, all the while, holding the secret there, 
Safe somewhere, underneath your dusky hair, 
Dim secret, that with questionings great and 
small 

I cannot quite surprise? 


18 


Is wisdom ‘‘nice?’’ Well, in a certain book, 
(Be’t truth or folly, I being just from the shell, 
Know not), some pages tell 

Of those who saw the fruit of knowledge, took 
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And ate thereof—and straightway were un- 
well— 

While 7, having wisdom showered at my head, 

Am yet not wise, but only troubled by it. 

To me, in happiness even, uncomforted 

A little doubt keeps whispering—Here, try it! 


dit 


Maybe you’ll solve it, where the learned fail— 

It’s thus now—just here, where your temple’s 
white 

Is darkened into blue by little veins, 

How close life throbs, how close! And I could 
pale 

And falter, when it strikes me suddenly, 

(As it has leapt across me, dear, tonight), 

How close life throbs to death !—Why, I can feel 

Your sleepy comfort, now, pulsing so drowsily, 
My finger hardly notes it—if I kissed 

’"Twould leap, perhaps—but there, I’ll let it 

sleep, 

Risking no pressure on its kindly chains, 

So frail the barriers that this vigil keep. 
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LY: 


Or here is life again, under my hand— 
Your fluttering heart—for as you nestle curled 
Like a soft kitten in my arms, and purr 
Contented, there I feel it, having spanned 
Easily, all the loveliest life i’ the world. 
To sense your life like a caged little bird 
Beating its prison bars—eager to greet 
Death, its grim worshipper, 
Crouching so close, here, at your tiny feet— 
Nearer than light to eyes, soft as a whispered 
word— 
There—feel my arms tighten? That’s be- 
cause I fear 
Death, being so near— 


Vv 


Well, why not solve it for me? Open eyes, 
Clear vision, grave, firm mouth, and firm, 
grave hands— 
Athene once more blessing grateful lands 
With calm, wise counsel? Face the spectre, 
Death, 


[97 ] 


THE POETS OF THE FUTURE 


And drive him back, undaunted, till he les 
Impotent, powerless to chill our breath 
And make us cowards—Stern power of reason, 
rise ! 


VI 


No answer? So you nestle closer then, 
Sweeping your shadowy tresses o’er my arm— 
Pout sleepy, thoughtless lips t’ be kissed again, 
Not seeing Death, nor yet acknowledging, 
(Because *twere painful), he has power to 
harm— 
Have you no answer? Or is your answer this— 
Soft arms, full lips half opened for a kiss, 
And that slant, drowsy eye, (the lashes sweep 
So lazily the blossom of your cheek) ,— 
Who knows? Perhaps it sees 
More wisely than our blundering centuries. 


VII 


Like your wee, furry kitten, by the fire— 
The firelight dancing in its narrowed eyes 
Like sunbeams, maybe, or like vain desire— 
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Knowing all things, being foolish, and there- 
fore wise. 
Is this your answer, then? I think I under- 
stand— 
That I have had it all the while at hand, 
But missed it, failing to inquire 
Clear through—So life is freer even than I said, 
And bolder, coming out to the very gate 
Of being, fearing not. (Is not Death dead?) 
I knew, Bess, that you’d answer, soon or late. 


et 


So wisdom, being foolish, comes and blows 
Unguarded, glorious petals like a rose— 
And we, having racked our learned brains for 
naught, 
And finding never what with toil we sought, 
Being granted but a headache, we’re so wise, 
May stoop, (if we’re but quick enough), and 
take 
The very flame of life, rushing from heart 
And wrist and temple—feel it warm and wake—. 
Then, all life gathered at the lips, send Death 
A-packing, easier than a breath— 
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See, we have beat him! Tangled in your hair 
I feel, (no need to see ’t), how fast he goes— 
Love only’s wise. Taste, truth, life, there,— 
and there— 


Rosert B. SHARPE 
Wesleyan Unwersity 
Middletown, Ct. 
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A Song 


Y heart’s wrapped up in a little, old pine 
On a ledge all strung wi’ a wild grape- 
vine. 
Oh little serub-pine by the water’s edge, 
I reckon you know why I love that ledge. 


Oh moon, I reckon you mind that night 

When you was a-paintin’ the bluffs wi’ light 

An’ she was settin’ an’ singin’ there, 

While the night-wind played through her yaller 
hair. 


When she throwed out her hands to your flick- 
erin’ light 

I’d ha’ liked to ha’ kissed her an’ held her 
tight. 

Oh river, you know, as she watched you roll 

She took an’ played wi’ my very soul. 
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I lost my heart as I set at her feet 

An’ heard her singin’ so soft an’ sweet. 
Oh moon an’ river an’ little pine-tree, 
Happen you know why she ’s done wi’ me. 


JOHN JONES SHARON 
Washington University 
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A Girl’s Song 


HE shadows fall and deepen 
Upon the silent sea; 
Dusk draws us close together— 
Close, close thou drawest me. 


The stars tell out in silver 
Their tale of mystery; 

Night lifts her lips to heaven 
I lift my lips to thee. 


H. THompson RicH 
Dartmouth College, 1915 
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O Moon, Are You Mad that You 
Stare so White 


MOON, are you mad that you stare so 
white 
All night? 
Why do you scatter those flocks of clouds? 
You have torn them all into filmy shrouds 
Of light. 


O moon, can you weep with your heart like 
stone? 
Or moan? 
Has a baby star died that you stare, bereft? 
I pity you, moon. I too have been left 
Alone. 


Susan M. bE PEYSTER 
Adelphi College 


[ 104 ] 


A COLLEGE ANTHOLOGY FOR 1916-17 


Cinquains 


I 


MISCHIEVOUS wind 
Blew a swirl of leaves 
About your feet. 
You picked one up— 
I hate leaves. 


us 
I saw 
A woman today. 
She made me think of you. 
Now I know 
Why she was created. 


III 


The pattering rain 
Fell on my attic roof: 
Spring is here. 

You wept today; 

Is spring coming? 


[ 105 ] 


THE POETS OF THE FUTURE 


IV 


You laughed: 

The world stood still 
And for a moment 

I heard 

The music of the spheres. 


Vv 


You said 

You loved me: 

Why 

Are there so few worlds 
In infinity? 


GrorRGE NOBBE 
Washington University 
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The Last Request 


9 BADE me pluck a rose o’red, 
The best o’ nature’s art; 

°E bade me pluck a rose o’ red, 

It was the proper thing ’e said, 

Before we two must part. 


And so I plucked a rose o’red, 
The best o’ nature’s art; 

And then ’e took the rose o’ red, 
But not upon ’is coat—instead 
’"E placed it next my ’eart. 


And though ’e bravely fought and bled 
In Flanders ’crost the sea; 

And though they say my Tom’s as dead— 
(A Teuton bullet struck ’is ’ead)— 

As any dead can be; 
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Some ’ow I can’t believe ’e’s dead, 
Nor yet so far apart, 

For though the rose’s perfume fled, 
The rose ’e gave of fairest red 

Is bloomin’ in me ’eart. 


Maurice RapinowitTz 
College of the City of New York 


[ 108 ] 


_A COLLEGE ANTHOLOGY FOR 1916-17 


God’s World and Mine 


HEY tell me heaven lies afar 
Beyond the silent, misty skies; 
But I saw heaven yesterday 
In hittle Brother’s eyes. 


They say God is a fabric spun 

By mind and fancy’s whirling loom; 
But He and I talk face to face 
Within my quiet room. 


They tell me love is but a dream 

Of passion, lips, and leaping flame; 
But sunkissed, in the white daylight, 
Love, my Love, came! 


Grace Sue NIEs 
Boston University 
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Enchantment 


HO made me an immortal in the night? 
Who took from me my former shape, 
and left 
Only the essence? Here am I, bereft 


Of all stability,.. . . . a thread of light,". .2% 
A strain of music, ... wandering wind, ... 
a flight 


Of wild rose petals! What strange creature, 
deft 

With magic charms, my mortal being cleft, 

And let me free, all tremulous and bright? 


Oh, is it love? I barely feel your smile, 
So faint it is; but some day I shall know 
How you have loosed me. In a little while, 
After life’s wind has blown me to and fro, 
I shall come back and beg the charm again, 
‘When the mad sun’s clear face is dimmed with 
rain. 


BERNICE L. KENYON 
Wellesley College 
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In Absence 


KNOW a willow-wreathed pool where shy 
Dark shadows flutter round its edge ana 
hold 
Their arms out to the roaming sun, not bold 
Enough to leave their virgin shore and fly 
With him to golden beds beyond the high 
Hills when the singing woods put off the gold 
And tune their green to purple, and the cold 
Crook’d moon crawls up the silver-sprinkled 


sky ; 


And when the stars play in the dewy grass, 
And on the columned trees a rhythmic rune 
Is traced by the wan white fingers of the moon, 
I seek the sacred silence of that place 

To meet your comrade spirit and to pass 
With you where love spans intervening space. 


Wiiuiam Hamitton Nes 
Harvard Unwwersity 


111 


THE POETS OF THE FUTURE 


The Prophetess 


WATCHED you o’er the tea-cloth’s cool 
expanse, 
A gracious girl of gladsome friendliness, 
And dreamed not you could learn in one swift 
glance 
The will of all the years to curse or bless. 
Yet—lingeringly I drained the last pale drop. 


O bright-haired seeress of the fragile cup, 

Your sweet eyes searched among the broken 
leaves, 

And reverently and low you builded up 

The tale, as one who piles the golden sheaves 

At sunset in a lonely harvest field. 


The mystic murmur of your voice was merged 
In rippled whispers of a vagrant stream, 

That wandered far in shadow ’ere it surged 

In sudden gleeful splendor where the gleam 

Of calm blue water promised radiant rest. 
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You prophesied the joys of hours to come, 
The petty sorrow, the repentant tears; 

And underneath the words the drowsy hum 
Of rambling woodland waters sieged my ears 
Until my life and the far stream seemed one. 


You foretold bitter doubts and shadows stark 
Along the deviating drift of years, 
Then—sudden luminous peace beyond the dark. 
O truthful prophetess, you saw as seers 

Of old, for still do life and stream seem one. 


KATHERINE AGNES HUME 
Michigan Agricultural College 
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The Harp Notes 


LOWLY each viol and flute took up the 
strain, 
Lifting their voices in love’s symphony, 
To raptured heights of wedded melody. 
Love’s joy they sang, all save those notes of 
pain, 
Lightly descending as an autumn rain, 
Which fell from quivering harp strings on the 
air, 
Subdued and sad, like souls in hushed despair, 
Fearful to sing their woe’s deep-voiced refrain. 
But as I listened, those low notes of pain, 
Rose dominant, and all the mighty sweep 
Of harmony, seemed hushed in muted sleep, 
And all I heard was that one hopeless strain. 
At last the viols and the flutes were done, 
And as we left the hall I heard him hum 
The melody, but though my lips were dumb, 
I felt the harp notes falling, one by one. 


Mary Morseun 
University of Wisconsin 
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A Song 


HE fairy music is silvery sweet; 
It’s made by the bells of blue, 
By the trumpet lily and tinkling streams, 
By the soothing breezes too— 
But it’s not so joyous, not half so gay 
As the lilt in the laugh of you. 


The fairies dance when the moon is bright 
And wander the meadows through, 

(For a fairy ring is left next morn 

To prove that the tale is true)— 

But the dance of the fairies is never so light 
As the beautiful grace of you. 


The drink of the fairies as we all know 
Is honey and sparkling dew: 
And the mortals that taste that entrancing 
cup, 
Alas, are exceedingly few— 
But it’s not so delicious, not half so sweet 
As a kiss from the lips of you. 
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They say that the fairies have left the land, 
And believe it; well, maybe they do, 
But never I doubt, and never I fear, 
And I know that their speech is untrue, 
When I gaze with surprise, in the glorious 
eyes, 
In the love-lighted eyes of you. 


BRADFORD STEWART 
Illinois State Normal University 
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To John Keats from Fanny Brawne, 


a ‘‘Good-Night”’ 


HE cooling hand-touch of the garden wind, 
That plays and lingers 
Within your hair, upon your neck and cheek— 
They are my fingers. 


The song of crickets in the lilac trees, 
The silence of the sky, 

The crooning of the drowsy river-waves— 
They are my lullaby. 


The little dreams that light your quiet sleep, 
Silver and shining blue, 

A-dance within the stillness of the night,— 
They are my dreams, too. 


Heuen B. MitTcHELL 
Wellesley College 
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The Link Unbroken 


EREIN we seal the past 
And close the book of Life without re- 
gret. 
Now say that all was good and not a debt 
Remains unto the last. 
Then it is well to face the end, to go 
In peace and gently slip away 
Into the sunset of the day, 
And leave to Memory blessings to bestow 
On those that love us. 
Cold is the hand that feebly scrawls each name 
And writes the dearest in the living flame 
On heaven’s page above us,— 
Thy name, dear friend. 


No truer heart was there 
To welcome me when mine in sorrow lay ; 
Where I would tread thy feet would find a way 
Down pathways hard or fair. 
One impulse bore us ever on to truth 
To do the fight for only One; 
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And when thy day of toil was done, 
I watched thy lamp grow dim in strongest youth 
And leave me weeping. 
Heavy the heart that turned to go alone 
To carve a name upon the chilling stone, 
Where all I loved lay sleeping,— 
Thy name, dear friend. 


In age Death brings no pain 
And stranger voices beckon me to home, 
Where I shall see thee, hear thee whisper, ‘‘Come 
And rest thy head again.’’ 
I see thy face in every twilight’s end 
Where heaven meets the brink of light; 
E’en in the stillness of the night 
I hear thy voice with every rustling blend, 
Like childhood’s laughter 
Commingling with the rust of broken age. 
New, tender hands are turning life’s last page 
And pausing, whisper after— 
Thy name, dear friend. 


Micuae.t J. Minter 
Canisius College 
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Thy Heart 


HY heart is a silver-sounding lyre, 
To him alone it sings 
Whose fingers, burnt with new desire, 
Caress its silver strings. 


Thy heart is his, his music thine, 
Clear-toned, thy songs arise, 

Light as the storm-cloud’s gilded line 
Through deep star-scattered skies; 


Soft as the surge of foam-fiecked seas 
In a fluted cockle curled, 

Chiming immortal melodies 

From a dim forgotten world. 


SIGOURNEY THAYER 
Amherst College 
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Summer Flowers 


HAVE loved others better . 
Others have been more beautiful than she, 
With their half-closed eyes and luring smile 
They have played the game with simplicity that 
is art: 

Art that is fire, and burning wreathing incense, 
and summer flowers; 

—Such were the others that I loved. 

But she burns no incense to the clear sky, 

And her flowers are of the Spring and the 
rains ;— 

I do not know if she is beautiful. I think she 
must be. 

I look for it, but as I look I forgot what I seek 
in her. 

She is before me, subtly lacking everything I 
look for, 

And giving me instead, what she is. 

That I did not seek. 

I am not mad about her. 
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I have loved others better 

But the quiet of the day when I am with her 

Makes me forget the others as dead leaves blown 
past. 

Her hand is small, and firm and smooth as I 
greet her, 

And I like to press it; but the hot burning of 
summer flowers 

Is not there,—and her smile is an odd smile, 
even cool. 

My blood does not race furiously when I speak 

to her, 

But the stillness of content is in my heart, 

And it is sweet. 

I have loved others better 

But her I love as I have not loved the others,— 

In my own fashion, with a sense of infinite time 

. Indefinite. 
I am content. 


WHITTIER WELLMAN 
Stanford University 
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Naples, 1590 


HE same old scene of the same old play: 
An arbor seat, with sculptured naiads and 
a faun; 
Flapping vine-leaves; level lawns, trimmed 
hedges, 
And the scent of opening buds; 
And golden sunlight of the waning afternoon. 


Two sitting alone in the garden-seat; 

Alone, but for the great soft breeze that, like a 
mother, 

Folded caresses about them, 

And made them each to each like children at a 
mother’s knee: 

Fearless, and yet afraid. 

There was a movement that stirred not, among 
the growing things. 

He looked about; a calm, searching glance 

That penetrated all, yet worshipped all. 

The calmness of eternity. 

She threw back a sun-crowned head, 
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Laughed softly, knowing not why, 

Stretching out jewelled fingers to catch the 
joyous breeze. 

‘‘Oh, the wind!’’ she said, and sighed. 


Ribbons of sunlight fluttered through 

The lattice-work of twinkling leaves 

And, dancing with the leaves, her eyes caught up 
the sunbeams from the west. 


They spoke but of such things as all might speak 
of, 

You or I, with silences, and frank replies; 

Of Ponci’s voice last night, 

The new head in oil by Cosimo Bello, 

And Bernardino’s jest before the masque. 

It was all as any other day, she thought, 

Save that breathless, crystalline dreams floated, 
hovering, 

In the sunlight. 

Her eyes wandered from the golden lawns 

To his face and his eyes fixed on her; 

His black beard and hair, matched only by his 
velvets,— 

Save for the thread of silver at his temple; 

His eye blue and fearless as her own. 
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His gaze had followed the half-seen roundness 
of her arm, 

The smooth curve of her neck, 

And had rested in the wonderland of her sun- 
set-tinted hair. 

‘There was a day,’’ he thought, ‘‘when Italy 
and I were young.’’ 

She knew, and clasped blue-veinéd hands 

Over her silken knees. 


HELEN YETTA WALKER 
University of Southern California 
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The Tolling Bell 


HE bell tolled while I slept. 

My mind was still, as when a bird, 
O’ercome by rapid or far-distant flight, 
Sinks low upon a shelter, and its wings 
Outstretch to poise its quivering heart; 
So was my mind, quiet, at rest, apart, 

Quite still; 

—While the bell 

Tolled and tolled and tolled— 

And to my unseen ear there came 
Its mourn, and to my inner eye 
The face of her it tolled for; the hair, 
The brow, the eyes in which were pooled 
The unsung songs of Heaven, the lips 


Whose dew, gathered to the blossoms of my 


speech, 


Made them to mingle tints as in one’s dream; 


How fair, how fair that chiming stream 
Of memories! 
—While the bell 
Tolled and tolled and tolled— 
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So I awoke, and gazed 
As one whose stumbling soul has plunged 
Into a chasm where depth finds end in space. 
‘*Forget,’’ they said, and kindly meant; 
Forget! I smiled in tortured, selfish ruth 
And then they knew that I had sensed the truth 

In sleep. 

—While the bell 

Tolled and tolled and tolled— 

The bell tolled while I slept. 


Grant KNIGHT 
Albright College 


[127 ] 


THE POETS OF THE FUTURE 


Walther Von Dem Vogelthal 


ESIDE my door I washed my hair, 
B All in a gentle rain; 
There were no passers anywhere 
And none to call me vain ; 
But soft I heard a bob-white call, 
And down the muddy lane 
Came Walther von dem Vogelthal 
A-whistling in the rain. 
He stroked my hair and kissed me there; 
I could not show disdain,— 
Lest Walther von dem Vogelthal 
Should never come again. 


My thoughts were here, my thoughts were 
there, 
My eyes filled up with rain; 
My heart was full of sudden eare, 
Beset with sweetest pain; 
His soul could hear my own soul eall 
Out in the dripping rain 
To Walther von dem Vogelthal, 
To eall him back again. 
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There was no air sung anywhere 

Could charm away the pain 

But Walther von dem Vogelthal 
A-whistling in the rain! 


My heart is here, my heart is there, 

*Tis never home again; 

"Tis far away from everywhere 

In a field of mortal pain. 
’Tis where the gun-cloud’s deadly pall 
Pours floods of angry bane,— 

And Walther von dem Vogelthal 
Is whistling in that rain! 

My heart is there, and oh! the care 

That racks my soul with pain 

Till Walther von dem Vogelthal 
Come whistling home again! 


CurrrorD F’. GESSLER 
Unwersity of Wisconsin 
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In Canada 


OU are dead. 
The songs of birds are still as sweet, 

The vagrant blue blossoms smile in the wheat 
Cheerily, as when you were here 
Long ago. Nay, but a year 
Has passed. A year of days 
Uncertain, long and drear always 
Save for the hope that you would come 
When peace stilled cannon, hushed the drum 
Will peace come now to stop the shed 
Of blood and tears, now you are dead? 


You are dead. 

Liles nod in the prairie hay, 

The wandering woodbines beckon gay, 
The sky above is azure blue, 

The sun gleams gold, as the day that you 
Enlisted. Then war meant 

A cross of honor; and I sent 

You gladly. You won the cross 

And died. What is my loss? 


[ 130 ] 


A COLLEGE ANTHOLOGY FOR 1916-17 
A trifling toll to the God of War, 

And hate and Strife thrive as before, 

And you are dead. 


ErHEeL NicHOLSON 
Lombard College 
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An Old Old Story 


IERRE was lonely 
As the heart of some stone god 

Buried in a sepulchral vault. 
He looked at the sun, mouldering 
In the grey mud of the skies, 
And felt his own heart mouldering. 
La Patrie had called and he was answering 
With a mouldering heart! 
With sick blood that dripped through his veins 
Like rain! 
At the station were sweet-hearts 
Saying good-bye ;—and he was alone, 
Alone and drifting through a dreary slough 

of faces. 
Someone touched him; he turned. 
“Pierre tae she. saiG 0 eee uee ae 


And now he was riding north 
Through fields that stretched out 
Like the petals of a sunflower. 
And there was a flower hidden near his heart: 
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A flower he had stolen from her hair 

To be the mate of the one he had stolen from 
her lips. 

There were flowers sprung 

Out of the mould in his heart: 

Flowers that stroked his soul with cool 

Petal-fingers. 

Pierre was glad; 

Smoke flowers burst out of the engine 

And wreathed the train 

That swept him to the battle field. 

The road over which he marched 

Was the stem to a red flower 

That hummed with the distant roar of many 
bees. 

Pierre was glad 

And so with fierce joy 

He tossed at the enemy, bouquets 

Of little flame-flowers that vanished quickly 

From their smoking stem. 

Pierre carried her flower over his heart 

And so he was glad when the keen tongues 

Of the trumpets, 

Like the stamen of brazen lilies, 

pounded, Charge l?? 2. . 0) 4-6: 
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And Pierre still wore a smile, 
A little frozen-flower smile, 
As the sun sank like a wilting poppy, 
And the moon came up: a great white lily. 


Royatut H. Snow 
Harvard University 
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Clarion, Clarion 


LARION, clarion, singing so boldly, 
Whom do you beckon to, whom do you 
call? 
Give me the young men, the full-blooded strong 
men, 
The virulent youths will I take first of all. 


Fresh and ambitious, unshackled by offspring, 
Pawing the earth in the pride of their might, 
These will I seize upon, herd them together, 
Mould them and arm them and fit them to fight. 


Deep throated, bellowing, ravenous cannon, 
Whom shall we cram in thy gluttonous maw? 
Give me to feed on the pride of the nation, 

The blood of thy first born to drip from my jaw. 


Choose me the brave one, the hope of your future. 
Him of the shoulders unstooped to the wheel, 
Before he has known the red pleasure of passion 
Shackle his manhood and stamp on the seal: 
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Label him ‘‘soldier’’ and ship him to glut me 
For, lo, I am hungry, I crave for my prey, 
Unsated and baleful, I roar out my order, 

Give me the young men, the young men, I say. 


5 


THEODORE B. Hunt 
Princeton University 
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The Toast of Mars 


MM ghastly ery I raise on high, 
In great Olympus’ hall. 

Listen, oh gods, for Mars am I, 
Hear ye my battle call. 


In my wine cup grim, filled to battered brim, 
Foam twinkling, bloody stars. 

O list ye well what I have to tell, 
The toast of the war-god Mars! 


O the life of the slain and the racking pain 
And the agony are mine. 

All that men can be, they must offer me, 
With the blood of their hearts for wine. 


Turn not away; in my goblet gray 
Foam twinkling, bloody stars. 

To the dregs I quaff; with a mocking laugh 
I give you the toast of Mars! 


Mary E. Oakes 
Unwersity of Michigan 
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The Militiaman 


WE didn’t join for glory, 
6) And we didn’t join for fame: 
There’s but little chance for either 
For us guys that bear the name: 
State ‘‘milish’’ or National Guardsman— 
Both of them you call the same: 
‘*Pale, pink imitations o’ the Reg’lar Army.’’ 


“Column left, you damn fool rookies!’’—listen 
to the captain shriek! 

Do you expect to make good soldiers with a drill 
just once a week? 


O, our captain is a lawyer, 
The heutenants, clerks in banks, 
And both city dudes and farm hands 
Make up all our slender ranks; 
Really, some of us are decent, 
And we’re not all bums and tanks— 
We, these ‘‘little brothers o’ the reg’lar 
Army.”’ 
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While engaged in active service, private’s rate: 
two bones per day. 
Ain’t tt true that any soldier is no better than his 


pay? 


O, of course, we like sham battles, 
And the long, hot summer hikes; 
We are glad to pass by in review 
When His Nibs, the Gov’nor likes; 
We’re considered rather useful 
When they want to settle strikes: 
For that’s no business for our noble Reg’lar 
Army. 


O, we'll leave tt to the Reg’lars for the flag to 
fight! 

Be for us the joy of bleedin’ for the grand C. F. 
and I, 


His battlefield’s a minin’ town, 

The militiaman there seeks 

To gain his fame by shootin’ up 

A buneh of striker Slavs and Greeks; 

But he soon forgets the glory 

When that damned machine gun speaks 
And he hikes for cover—quite unlike the 

Reg-lar Army! 
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The miners blow the Reveille; it’s for us to 
sound the Taps; 

But why in hell can’t old Jawn D. fight out his 
own damn scraps? 


But now that this preparedness howl 
Takes on a deeper tone, 
And the military weakness 
Of your Uncle Samuel’s shown; 
Mebbe now us poor militiamen 
Will come into our own, 
And we’ll grow up man-size with the Reg-lar 
Army. 


Hike, ye dough-boys. Hit ’er along! 
Hay-foot! Straw-foot! Whoop up a song! 
Regular Army and Militiamen, too, 

Fightin’ like hell for the Red, White and Blue! 


Eximo Scotr Watson 
Colorado College 
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The Soldier’s Sea Change* 


HAT do you carry, slow moving ship, 
As off from your moorings you quietly 
slip ? 


I carry five thousand silent hearts, 

From here in France and foreign parts. 

My moorings are bloody, and bloody my marge; 
No lordly craft but a funeral barge. 


What tender youths you take to sea, 
Where the waters are wide and the graves are 
free! 


These youths are as fair as the earth can give, 
In death they lie when they ought to live. 

On other shores may they emerge; 

With song and shout their victory urge. 


Soldiers, farewell wherever you go; 
For you, many heads are bowed in woe. 
*This poem is based on the fact that during the present war a 


ship is often seen leaving the shore of France carrying thou- 
sands of dead soldiers for sea-burial. 
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And the ship moves on, and on, and on, 
Where whisper the waves of oblivion. 
And all the way the trickling blood 
Crimsons the dismal flowing flood. 


Dante HugH VeErpER 
Harvard University 
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War 


UT in the bleak, cold forests of the North, 
A ery went up,—a cold, blood-chilling 
cry. 
A hush, as silent as the silent trees, ensued; 
And then, faintly from far away there came 
An answering cry; and then another, till 
The whole great forest sang the deathsong 
Of a lone, lost man. He perished, 
But the flesh upon his bones was not enough 
To satiate the fiendish hunger of his foes. 
And so, with the taste of blood gone wild, 
The stronger of the pack attacked the weaker, 
Nor stopped until their bellies bulged 
With food torn from the backs of brothers. 
Hounds of Hell, or Satan’s Dogs, they call them 
there, 
Wickedest of all the wicked brutes upon the 
earth. 


Out in the cultured polish of the civil world, 
A ery went up,—a shrill, heartrending ery. 
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A startled world looked on amazed, and then 

The clouds of war took shape upon the horizon, 

Black grew the world with hate, and then 

The war storm broke. Hell reigned supreme. 

Shamed were the snarling wolves, when man, in 
frenzy 

Tore at the throat of man; when streams 

Flowed blood; when human bones unheeded 

Bleached beneath the blistering sun. 

Hounds of Hell were a name well fit for wolves, 

But never yet has language been devised 

Containing venom ample to describe such ani- 
mals 

As these called men, who senselessly abuse the 
laws 

Of God and Man, of righteousness and reason. 


Rex WIuis 
University of Southern California 
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An Englishman to a German Aviator 


‘*.. .The enemy monoplane sails serenely toward us, and 
the guns begin to go. ... Of course he is a German and 
therefore damnable. But—but—well . . . I don’t think 
that patriotism compels me to hate that airman up there. 
Crack-crack! go the guns. He sails on. 
A dim sporting instinct ‘ 

shoots through my mind and I discover in myself no passionate 
desire to see him hit.’’ 


—William McFee in the Atlantic Monthly for May, 1917. 


Y, we are enemies—and deadly ones. 
There is no truce between us—nor shall 
be: 
We fight with you on land, in air, at sea; 

We fight with bombs, with knives, with swords, 

with guns; 

We give our hearts’ blood and we give our sons. 
Freedom has called, and, answering her plea, 
We give our all—and give ungrudgingly— 

That Earth be purgéd of this plague of Huns. 
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And you up there—we ought to hate you, too. 
For if they would our hearts could not for- 


get 
This bloody, bitter business that we do 
And why we make the sacrifice. . . . And 
yet 


For such as you, defying God and Fate, 
There is no room within our hearts for hate. 


Morrige RyskKIND 
Columbia University 


[ 146 ] 


A COLLEGE ANTHOLOGY FOR 1916-17 


Happy Thought for Some Struggling 
Nation 


HOUGH. the privates may never return 
T To the hearths and the homes that were 
theirs, 
Since the dukes and the viscounts are safe, 
Need we burden the Lord with our prayers? 


Morrie RyskInp 
Columbia University 
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The Survival of the Unfit 


(Suggested by the statement that thousands of HEurope’s 
physically most perfect men have been killed in the Great 
War, and that now America must give her picked men to the 
mighty struggle.) 


TRILLION trillion years ago, 
When men were low-browed apes, 
And, with swift dart of taloned fingers, caught 
some sleepy lizard or some fat old owl, 
And munched the still warm flesh delightedly ; 
Then 
The Ape-man neatly clubbed his brother ape 
from off his upward path, 
And pattered on 
To cool his hairy body in the water-lilied ooze 
of some secluded lake, 
And scheme how, 
On some murky night, swinging by his tail down 
from the great oak’s lowest, mossy limb, 
He might half choke his stronger baboon brother, 
And steal his slickest wife. 
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And so the unfit died, 

And the strong and keen sired stronger, keener 
sons, 

In those old days a trillion trillion years ago, 

When God had gone to make a newer universe 
of worlds 

Where uni-cells might grow to apes, 

And apes to men, 

And men—? 

Perhaps to be the sons of God. 


Now, 

Since those apes have grown to men with dome- 
like heads, 

And eat imported delicacies from every nook 
and corner of the earth, with seven forks, on 
gold-edged Haviland, 

(And do not need appendix-gizzards to grind up 
the swallowed bones) ; 

And wear frocks and suits and coats and hats 
and shoes and hose and gloves; buttoned, 
pinned or laced; that change in style each fort- 
night ; 

And bathe in porcelain, hot-sprayed, cold- 
sprayed, massaged with perfumed talc, and 
manicured ; 
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And rarely ever steal their neighbors’ wives 
(Contented to applaud the movie villain daring 
the vile deed) ; 


Now, 

Since mankind has grown fully civilized, 
With laws and moral codes, 

And with enlight’ning scientific Truth; 


Now, 

When some pigmy Man-ape king, 

With tinseled retinue of hollow-chested money 
princelings, 

Meets another pigmy Man-ape king upon the 
world’s highway, 

With another tinseled retinue of hollow-chested 
money princelings, 

And neither Man-ape king will bow the knee to 
t’other, 


NOW, 


No kingly arm strikes rival king from off the 
‘‘apward path.’’ 
Nay, nay! 


That—- 
Were barbaric: 
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NOW, 

Conscripted herds of stalwart henchmen, strong 
of brawn and clear of brain, 

Are set to gore each other to the death, 

While the smug weaklings lounge on cushioned 
grand-stand seats— 

Till all the grain fields are a lake of crimsoned 
stench : . 


Till crimsoned skies rain down red blood upon 
the crimsoned seas; 

Till Hell’s red fires are quenched with floods of 
redder blood, that gush from murdered men- 
souls’ wounds; 

Till— 

By and by, 

When the smug weaklings in the grand-stana 
have grown weary of the show, 

They ‘‘call the war-dogs off,’’ 

And then 

The pigmy Man-ape kings embrace and kiss, 

And each one goes his cultured way, with all his 
tinseled, hollow-chested, money princelings, 

As becomes a Man-ape, civilized. 
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So there is left a world of weakling men, 

Where one-lunged Man-apes mate with epileptic 
maids, and rear up idiot sons, 

(For perfect Mind fruits not on worm-bored 
trees, 

And not the crucifixion of a hundred Christs 
could e’er redeem the rotten bodies of de- 
generates. ) 

Thus, 

In some hundred centuries, 

When the awful tolls of war are fully paid, 

We may once more be apes. 


By then, 

Perhaps God will be tired of making other 
worlds where uni-cells may grow to apes, and 
apes to men; 

And, coming back, 

Perhaps He will untangle the crossed wires of 
earth-progression, 

So that men may dwell in peace together to the 
end of time, 

And grow into the sons of God. 


Heinrich LEnR 
Umiversity of Southern Californta 
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A Merry Christmas 


MERRY Christmas! Bah! 
Here in the trenches we’re dying of 
madness; 
Men’s Souls are perishing, stifling in madness. 
Oh, the mockery of Christmas gladness! 


Oh, God! The horror— 
The roar of guns! My brothers are falling! 
In front of our breastworks my comrades are 
falling. 
Oh, pity us, pity us! Help!—They are call- 
ing. 


Merry Christmas, indeed. 
When earth of man’s blood has drunk her fill, 
When the demon of war has had his will; 

Until then—haunting Christmas bells, be still! 


Eva GARRETTE 
Wilson College 
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America at War 


MERICA, 
If thy sons can go to war 

Thinking— 
If men democracy-trained can fight 
And not glory in it 
Or be afraid of it 
But earnestly regret that war must be— 
If they can follow thy banner 
And know 
That its red does not represent blood 
But sunrise, 
That its white 
Is not death but deliverance, 
That its stars 
Are not pilots for warships 
But makers of poetry— 
O America, 
Then shall democracy conquer 
And war shall never more be. 


GERTRUDE SMITH 
Adelphi College 
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Rheims 


Under the flood of a flame that sears 
The graven beauty of years on years 
And shrivels the very tears of pain, 
The Cardinal prays. 
Over the riven stone 
That God had hallowed His own 
Rises his prayer. 


| NDER the thresh of an iron rain, 


Ringed by a quiver of pit-born light 
That whips and shudders over his head 
And grins on the pitiful lips of the dead 
And drowns his heart in a deeper night, 
The Cardinal prays. 

Up to the lurching sky 

Where the phantom armies fly 

Rises his prayer. 


Over the limbs of a shattered cross, 
Over an altar death-defiled, 
Over a shattered Mother and Child, 
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Over a Love that was blood and loss, 
The Cardinal prays. 

Over a whispered ‘‘God!’’ 

Wrenched from the very sod 

Rises his prayer. 

Oh, the Cardinal prays! 


ALFRED E. Lonaurm 
Boston University 
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Out of the Deep 
(Russia 1917) 


UT of the deep! 

Out of the deep of the nameless years, 
Blackened with blood and tears, 
Out of the wide and woeful desert of the past, 
Uncharted, vast, 
Waste with unutterable wrong, 
And desolate with wanton pain and murdered 

song, 

Out of the womb of the woe of the earth, 
In anguished birth 
Of pain and flame and sobbing drum, 
Lo, thou art come! 


Out of the deep! 

Out of the deep of the love of man, 

The unconquerable joy that is his since the race 
began, 

Out of the thoughts that leap from his soul 
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To the dream-white goal 

Whither the passionate thoughts of him leap as 
on seraph wings 

To wrest from the womb of the ages deathless 
unspeakable things 

Of the far To-be 

When man shall arise in his power and be free, 

Out of the grandeur of man before which all 
creation is dumb, 

Lo, thou art come! 


Out of the deep! 

And we who have wept with the waste of a world 

To black chaos hurled, 

We who have wrestled at night with the angel 
of doubt, 

Who have stretched lame hands to the fire of a 
faith that died out, 

We whose white dream of the Social State 

Has reeled in the poisonous breath of hate 

And sunk in the mire 

Of greed and ruthlessness and fire, 

We who have dared to fear— 


We rise in shamed surprise to see thee standing 
near ! 
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truth shall not fail, 
Russia, all hail! 


ELEANOR M. SICKELS 
Whitman College 
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At the Front 


4 ieee KING: 
‘When I was at the front today 


I heard the cannon far away. 
The wounded all seemed very gay 
When I was at the front today.’’ 


The General: 


‘‘T dropped my glass a while ago 
And, ’pon my word, I hardly know 
How goes the battle down below 
A half a dozen miles or so.”’ 


A Private: 


‘“‘They run! You say they run! 

For King and Fatherland we’ve won. 
—Yes, hold me so! Is that the sun 
So red—red?—I’m done!’’ 


Gero Ropinson 
Stanford University 
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War 


S a hurricane bellowing thunder 
And snorting fire that kills, 
As host of demons careering 
Madly wherever it wills; 


So War, a Moloch monster, 
Sweeps over hill and dale— 
And mark how death and ruin 
Are left in his dreadful trail. 


There stately cities were standing 
And peaceful hamlets lay; 

Now graveyard stillnesses hover, 
For War has passed that way. 


The cities are roofless and empty, 
The grass grows wild on the street; 
The evening bell in the valley 

- Hangs dead o’er the trampled wheat. 
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The sheep have fled from the hillside, 
No lonely shepherd sings, 

The very birds in the woodlands 
Have ceased their carolings. 


Hear, God, the maimed men moaning, 
See the hearts that cannot sleep, 

The hearts of daughters mourning, 
Of mothers and wives who weep! 


Be gracious, oh Father of mercy, 
Bid Thy scourges of sin to cease! 
Our chastened souls are yearning 
For the dawn of Thy smile—and Peace! 


Cart N. LiscHKa 
Loyola Unwersity 


[ 162 ] 


A COLLEGE ANTHOLOGY FOR 1916-17 


Thus 
(A reply to Ernst Lissauer’s ‘‘Song of Hate.’’) 


O, thou of the hate that shall deathless be! 
Thou hast called to us, and we answer 
thee. 
Flung forth is our Word, where the green swells 
shine 
Through the whirling scud of the wind-whipt 
brine: 
To our hand, restored 
Are the targe and sword; 
In our sails scream the gulls of the sea. 


Of Love and of Hate we have naught to say: 
No oath is pledged at our hearths today; 

The morrow we leave to our spume-dashed keel, 
And the shadowy edge of our undimmed steel. 
On the bounds of the world 

Is a flag unfurled, 

And a nation addressed to the fray. 


We have lifted our eyes to the muffled morn, 
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And the wasting flood of a moon outworn ; 

We have marked the pale pressage astir on high, 

That speaks to the living, who shortly die. 

Yet our name is old 

Ag the surges cold, 

And our sires to the paean were born. 

Nothing have we with the humbled knee, 

The shame of the freeman, no longer free; 

And our Word shall abide, yield it honor or 
woe, 

The same to the new, as the ancient foe: 


To our hand, restored 


Are the targe and sword; 
In our sails scream the gulls of the sea. 


Henry H. CaLpwELu 
Illinois College 
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The Song of the Foreign-born 


E came, and you bade us welcome, 
AY You gave of your golden store, 
When oppressed in the lands of our fathers 
We thronged through your wide-flung door. 
The Celt from the Isle of Sorrow, 
The Teuton and Frank as one 
We followed the gleam of a hopeful dream 
To the Land of the Setting Sun. 


They le, who would brand us ungrateful, 
And false to a nation’s trust, 

That stooped like a loving mother 
And lifted us out of the dust. 

Please God, you will never need it 
But if cause there should ever be, 

Our blades like flame will defend your name 
And our cherished Liberty. 
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We will gather like clouds of the tempest 
At the threat of a mailed hand, 
And the tread of our marching millions 
Shall thunder across the land. 
The flash of our righteous lightning 
Shall illuminate the world, 
Where flying free our foes will see 
-The Stars and Stripes unfurled. 


Rosert Emmet CAarRoLuu 
Canisius College 
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Unidentified 


HEY’LL find me on my face and drag me 
forth 

From a forgotten crevice in the wrack, 
And turn me over. They will creep along, 
Gathering in the precious stuff of war 
That is not too far gone to fight again, 
Will stop to count my unused cartridges 
And jerk a well-kept gun from my stiff arm, 
But never judge me worth the crowded space 
Of one good stretcher in the ambulance! 
What sign shall comfort her when my poor self, 
Cherished and cherishing, shall fall away 
In unrecoverable dust and dew 
Or, shifting, change into the mist that hangs 
Along the cloud-rim in a fringe of rain? 
Stunned by no printed flash of certainty 
And strolling lightly, she will turn to hear 
Something the wind had not till yesterday, 
By smoldering fence and rick feel the old path 
Vibrant with hidden footsteps but no sound. 


Marre Louise Hersey 
Radcliffe College 
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The War Bride 


HILD whose smile has drifted through my 
dream, 
In that undiscovered life-to-be 
All my stains are purged by a stream 
Welled of love from out infinity. 


Child of tears, of passion, and of God; 
Child of wonder, child of ecstasy, 

Barefoot stand I on the ground we trod 
Once together, child that is to be. 


He has passed, my lover, but his soul 
Will return to mine, of certainty, 

Proud to father you unto the goal, 
Proud to love me, child that is to be. 


Child whose touch shall rend apart the veil, 
Child whose kiss shall solve the mystery, 

I am sanctified before the Grail 
Chalicing the life that is to be. 


LucittE KAHN 
Washington University 
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When the War Gods Feast 


N OLES—digging, clawing moles 
Spawned in the bowels of the earth— 

Built them a banquet hall, 

Banking it round with cannon, 

Greasy-mouthed devils of steel, 

To pillar the ceiling cluttered with cauliflower 

shells, 
Rent by poison-vomiting manbirds. 


For the food—carrion, 

Horses, gutted and sauced with lyddite; 
And wine, blood-wine 

Pressed beneath the heel of Mars— 

A thousand men to make a cup. 

How thirsty the War Gods are! 


Wiuuis KNAPP JONES 
Hamilton College 
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1917 
The War Class 


tL 


OWN the long white road beneath the 
moon, 
Like good friends arm in arm, come memories 
Of four great golden years. 


The smoke-dimmed lights— 
The fists that beat out time to roaring songs 
Until the table rocks—the hearty grip 
When hand strikes hand at parting. 

Swirling shapes 
Of music—melody of movement and 
Of glancing color—smiles that brim the night. 


A cone of yellow light thrown sharply down 
Upon a table piled with books, where men 

Philosophize, and smoke, for half the night 
And melt together all that they have learned. 
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A great arena, banked with tier on tier 

Of staring faces, bent upon the field 

Where ancient enemies are met again. 

And then the goal! The vast upheaving throng 
Of Cardinal victors, firing the dusk. 


II 


And through the dusk the road of mystery 
That leads away into the future. There, 
Behind the silver haze, are all the rare, 
Untasted joys we dream of. 


Firesides 
Alight at evening—children’s voices—home. 


New acres brought to harvest. Caravans 
Grown rich with all the plunder of the world. 
Great cities decked with laces all of light. 


World courts of even handed justice. Schools 
Where children of a kindlier race 
Learn life. New mercy and new knowledgv 
joined 
To put the fight for bread behind us all. 
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A people free to sing, and not ashamed 
Of singing, or of life. 


Firesides 
Alight at evening—children’s voices—home. 


inal 


And while we dream, the hammer stroke of guns 
Is forging out the future. All the world 
Beats up the drums of death. Hot hymns of hate 
Are man’s new music—battle is his grave 
And out of skulls he builds his monuments. 
And still we dream, and dull ourselves with 

dreams! 
In years to come we will do this and that !— 
Tomorrow—always thus—tomorrow— 

Fools! 

Can we not see that our tomorrows are 
But echoes of this vast and thunderous NOW ? 


The thronging, silent centuries look down— 
The ghosts of unborn stars wait breathlessly 
As for a new creation—or for night. 
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From victory—from black defeat—from death— 
From hate that shrieks for every sacrifice 

And love denying none, shall nothing come? 
Or out of chaos shall our Youth create 

One great humanity ? 


Gerori RoBINsON 
Stanford University 
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As of Old 


MISTY eye and a wasted cheek 
A In a window near the ‘sea; 
Cities are sad and meadows bleak 
And rains fall drearily. 


A sallow cheek and a cold, cold eye 

In a land across the sea; 

Father and brother and sweetheart lie 
Beside their musketry. 


Velvety palaces, coffers of gold, 
And kings upon their thrones, 
While peasants grapple as of old 
And mingle blood with groans. 


BERNARD M. KirKE 
St. Mary’s, Kansas 
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The ’Still-House Spring 


RIPPING over fern and docks, 
D Leaping down from pool to rocks, 
Through the briar rose and the phloz, 
Go thy waters singing; 

From a basin jeweled fine, 

With the jaunty columbine, 

Where the pink arbutus twine 
Comes thy strong voice ringing: 


Milkweed drips dew in my basin 
All tangled in dogwood and ash, 
Locust trees tower above me, 
Their branches with copper a-flash; 
My fingers reach down to the Devil, 
My hair to the bitter sea; 
Yet ye say ye have pipes and concrete 
And mills—for the likes 0’ me! 
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Seal me in walls of mortar, 
Pipe me in leaden chains? 
Send me in bondage flowing 
Through fields and houses and drains? 
Death to ye, Men o’ To-morrow, 
I am no servile thing! 
My fingers lock with the Devil’s, 
For I am the ’Still-House Spring! 


I was the comrade of stallions, 
Bronzed and glist’ning with sweat ; 

I was the friend of the Indian, 
Where chieftain and tribe have met; 

Many the tales that my waters 
Whisper and chant to the earth, 

To the cool, moist ribs of the rockbed, 
When the Devil gave me birth. 


He sent me up from his kingdom 
Deep-throated and blue as the sky, 
My basin all pebbled with gold-dust, 
The locusts above me arched high ; 
Moonshiners have dipped up my waters 
And made them into a wine— 
A liquor as hot and as choking 
As the Devil, my master, could find. 
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They hewed down my ash and my oak trees, 
Built up a distillery there, 
Bartered and sold and hagegled, 
And died for it, foul means or fair! 
*Til once on a night in autumn, 
When the lonely moon wandered high, 
Came the chief’s young daughter riding 
To warn them with her ery. 


“The government men are coming! 
Fight! It’s too late to hide!’’ 
And fainting, she fell by my basin 
With a musket-wound in her side. 
They barred up the door and the window, 
Choked out the fire and the light, 
Waited with rifles held steady 
And cocked, for the coming fight. 


The government men came rushing 
Like the winds that whistle in March, 
They circled the silent cabin 
With fagots of spruce and larch; 
They fought like the cats of the mountains 
Whose shrill eries haunt the night, 
’T7il the tangle had burst out blazing 
And the cabin was flooded with light. 
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The flames leaped out in long fingers 
That clawed the distillery wall; 

They laughed and cracked and sparkled 
As the timbers began to fall; 

And under the death and the screaming, 
In his own hot kingdom below, 

The Devil was squeezing my fingers 
In joy, that men perish so! 


The fitful flames fell lower; 

The government men rode away, 
And over the ragged tree-tops 

Came the dawn of the white new day. 
The girl rose up from her fainting, 

Pushed back her tawny-gold hair, 
Slipped blindly into my basin 

And died in the darkness there. 


I can feel my fingers flowing 
O’er her throat and lips and eyes; 
I can feel her heavy tresses 
On my clear, bright bosom rise. 
Winds whimper aloft in the locusts, 
The lonely moon wanders high 
As the gaunt, charred walls of the ’Still- 
House 
Rise, wraith-like against the sky. 
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Death to ye, Men o’ To-morrow, 
I laugh at your leaden chains! 
I laugh at your mills and concrete, 
Your fields and houses and drains! 
Death to ye, Men o’ To-morrow, 
I am no servile thing! 
I shall wallow in dogwood and locust 
Forever the ’Still-House Spring! 


ELIZABETH PICKETT 
Wellesley College 
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The Sea Dead 


HE lone wolf’s howl is a gruesome thing 
At night on a moonlit plain, 

And bleaching bones in the arctie zones 
When north lights wax and wane, 
Gleam ghastly bright in the ghostly lght; 
Uneannier and more dread 
Is this hollow rhyme which the billows chime— 
‘“When the sea gives up its dead.’’ 


Deep, deep in the depths of the waters dark 
Dwells a race of grinning skulls 

Who went with a piercing ery in the night 
Deep down with their wrecked hulls, 

And there they bide through the endless years 
On the ocean’s sleepless bed 

Trod by fleshless feet, for they tread and sing— 
‘“When the sea gives up its dead.’’ 
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They ’ve a kingdom there at the mountain’s base, 
These men of the fleshless bones, 

And wealth that rivals the spoils of Ind 

Or the treasures Golconda owns. 

They’ve heaps of gold from many a hold, 

With the rust of years ’tis red, 

And its clinking ring fits the dirge they sing— 
““When the sea gives up its dead.”’ 


‘When the sea gives up its dead,’’ they sing, 
And the metal clinks apace 

As they rock and sway to the ocean’s swell 
At the aged mountain’s base, 

Till the eyrie things from the gloom come out 
And gyrate overhead, 

To view the sight and to hark the song— 
‘“When the sea gives up its dead.”’ 


The endless halls in that ocean realm 
Resound with the horrid strain, 

“‘The dead, the dead;’’ so the echo rolls 

In a far removed refrain, 

And the phosphor light from the eyrie things 
O’er the ghoulish crew is shed 

Till their reeling shadows seem to chant— 
‘When the sea gives up its dead.’’ 
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The lone black hours on a frozen trail 
Will clutch at the sternest heart, 

The Indian death song out of the night 
Will cause the brave to start; 

And yet withal what mind that kens 
The horror broadcast spread 

In every clime at the summons time, 
‘‘When the sea gives up its dead.’’ 


J. D. MAHONEY 
Dubuque College 
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The Pirate 


HAT d’ye think I want o’ stars ?—,risin’ 
white above the bars 
Where flood-tide is wellin’ in, tellin’ once again 
All the wights I used to be, all the sights I used 
to see, 
When I sailed the Ocean with my pack o’ merry 
men 
Fifty lads o’ mettle 
On the old Sea-Nettle ; 
Davy Jones’s kettle is a-bilin’ all my men. 


Stars! When what I want o’ bright is some 
City’s roisterin’ Night, 
Song an’ dance an’ wimmin’—Life brimmin’ to 
my lips; 
Life a-swirlin’ hot an’ red.—Here it’s gray an’ 
cold, instead; 
Naught’s to do but huntin’ horizon-line fer 
ships. 
Gray an’ still, an’ lonely; 
Fer company, me only; 
Rotten crew yerself is, when you’ve sunk a 
many ships! 
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Old Sea-Nettle’s topmast black sticks above 
spray’s flyin’ rack, 
Like a finger pointin’ where I’ll never, never go; 
Where I sent them when they sank, when I made 
them walk the plank, 
When the bitter brine they drank, sinkin’ slow 
below: 
I sent them over, under. 
Now I sort 0’ wonder, 
Will they be waitin’ for me, when I go where 
I must go? 


They come around me thick last night, when 
flint an’ steel had made me light, 
An’ o’er my driftwood fire I huddled from the 
cold ; 
They pointed at this iron chest I brought ashore 
—long looting’s best, 
The pick of all the jewels, the richest, purest 
gold— 
Here will your plundered treasure 
Procure you food or pleasure? 
The gulls that haunt this island can’t be 
cozened by Our gold! 
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They'll hover round you till you die; and when 
you do, wn troops they’ll fly 
To pick your eyes out, Bully, your eyes that saw 
Us drown! 
I heard Them cryin’ in the night, I saw Their 
faces drawn an’ white,— 
Like when They begged fer mercy, like when 
They bubbled down. 
IT hear Them laughin’, cryin’, 
I see Them drownin’, dyin’, 
I feel Them—O, I feel Them a-draggin’ of me 
down! 


FLorens Foisom 
University of Californa 
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The Divine Right of Kings 


KING came out of his palace 
And a peasant out of his hut, 
And the king with a sudden sword stroke 
An ear from the peasant cut. 


The king only thought of the peasant 
As a toy for his merciless play 

For to kings it is common knowledge 
That peasants are made of clay. 


The peasant was meek and humble 
For the man who knows all things 
Oftimes had told the peasant 
That divine is the right of kings. 


But it chanced that the lowly peasant 
In the course of the passing years 
Began to be discontented 
At the loss of both of his ears. 
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And he happened to meet the monarch 
When the sword had been laid away, 
And injustice aroused the peasant 
To a maddening impulse to slay. 


The King was a child to the peasant 
And the peasant was king from that day; 
And divine is the right of this monarch, 
The monarch who rose from the clay. 


CHARLES T. HICKEY 
Umversity of Montana 
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Toward The Millenium 


HEY come to sip, they come to trip 
Fantasticly at Tango-Tea— 
Waxen floor is glistening, 
Perfumed throng is listening 
To hear a strain and dance again: 
Butterflies, they flit and glide; 
Life is fleet with Joy astride. 


* * * * * * * * 


The horrible stench of dead in the trench; 
An air-rending whistle ; the tune of a missile 
Swift tearing through space a victim to trace; 
And shrapnel, death spewing, is ever reviewing 
The living and dead as it bursts overhead. 


FRANCES Horopas 
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Evolution 


UT of chaos, dust and flame,— 
Out of dust a planet came. 

On the planet sea and land 
Joined together hand in hand. 
In the sea a tiny cell 
Changes to a crimpled shell. 
Fish and reptile, bird and beast, 
Nature’s progress never ceased, 
Till through countless ages’ span, 
Out of monkey came a man. 
Jimber-jawed and pigeon-toes 
Bushy brows above his nose, 
Prone to petulance and strife, 
Shambling sullenly through life. 
When the first of us lay dead, 
Nature gazed on him and said, 
‘“What was all the fuss about? 
Look at how the thing turned out!’’ 


Jessica NEeLson NortH 
Lawrence College 
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A Reverie 


AR rolls the broad Missouri’s ochre flood, 
Low hang the misty curtains of the sky, 

The world lies moist and penitent beneath 
The lingering tears of Morning’s storm of grief. 
The tall gaunt monks of human industry 
Draw low around their heads their smoky cowls 
Where, in the grimy sweating Shrines of Toil, 
The Priests of Labor watch their altar fires. 
Around upon the high encircling hills 
The steps of man have left their prints in stone, 
In lines of gray hard avenues of trade, 
In piles of rugged granite, roughly hewn 
To build new hills and hollow cavern homes 
For cave-men of the twentieth century. 


Cuas. E. ScHOFTELD 
Umversity of Nebraska 
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The Comet * 


OR three nights had it marched across the 
sky, 

Increasing steadily, but no one marked 

Its presence; still was heard the chapman’s cry, 

And still the clamor, as they disembarked 

Rich cargoes from their laden argosies, 

Was wafted landward by the western breeze. 

Men lived and loved and sought Life’s bauble 
prize, 

Went each his wonted way, and little thought 

Gave to the silent envoy of the skies, 

But toiled and strove, not knowing what they 
sought. 

So all was unforeseen upon that night 

When came our folk in feast day raiment dight 

To hear the minstrels sing their rondels gay 

And watch the tumbling buffoons, lithe and 
droll; 

Till at one wrench was roughly torn away 


*This poem won the 1917 Morrison Prize for Poetry. 
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The veil of mist that hid the star-gemmed bowl 

Of Heaven’s dome, as by some peevish hand, 

And all the portent saw. Like to a brand 

Curved outwards as the sword the paynim wields 

Who flouts the Faith in Palestine, it seemed, 

While such a ruby as Golconda yields 

In color, but of monstrous hugeness, gleamed 

Deep set within the haft. The blade stretched 
far 

From the moon’s horn unto that lucent star 

Which guides the sailor on the fickle sea. 

Then, as we mazed stood ’mid doubts and fears 

Of what we knew not, sprang forth suddenly 

One Paul, a zany whom for many years 

We had bemocked and jeered; a witless fool 

Was he, but yet an ever-willing tool 

To do what good he might in his small way. 

But now a lambent fervor seemed to glow 

In his dull eyes, as some bright torch’s ray 

Seen through the curling fumes of pitch and 
tow, 

Gleams dusky-red. Though halting came each 
word, 

"T'was clear and bell-like, so that each one heard 

The warning, and as though unto him alone 

It was addressed, and zany Paul cried thus,— 
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‘*Repent, ye people, beat your breasts and groan, 
For your ill-doing now is come to us 
The wrath of God; see how his crimson brand 
Gleams dreadfully above the cringing land. 
Another Sodom’s fate awaits the world, 
Grown heavy with much sin. Repent, repent, 
Lest all unforewarned you be sudden hurled 
To meet your God, lest when by Him is sent 
His angel armed to marshal you to death, 
Your fitful spark of light, God-given breath, 
Be all encased in hardened sin and crime, 
And He disown you.”’ 
Then went quietly, 

From out our midst, and ere the matin’s chime 
Paul’s soul passed from him very peacefully, 
But we, with dread and wonder stupefied, 
For a long instant silent stood, then cried 
As with one voice, ‘‘Save and preserve us all, 
O Lord,’’—and numbing terror reigned 
Through all the city; from the mighty wall 
Which Odo’s castle well from harm maintained 
Down tc the hovels by the harbor shore 
The Fear of coming doom wild Rumor bore. 
None slept that night, but street and square were 

full 
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Of kneeling forms, while trembling monk and 
priest 

With words of comfort strove their fears to lull, 

And shrived them. All the wonted night-sounds 
ceased, 

All laughter, save where one still laughed aloud. 

Who, reft of reason, danced amid the crowd 

In maniac glee, though ere this dreadful night 

He had as staid and wealthy citizen 

Been held in good repute—an awful sight 

To meet the fear-bewildered gaze of men! 


Then came the dawn, and through the sickly 
gray, 

Wan faces passed in pallid-hued dismay 

At what had happed and what was yet to 
come. 

Dead seemed the town, and dim wraiths flitted 
thru 

The silent streets, where yesterday the hum 

Of busy traffic rose; a scanty few, 

Bold merchant spirits, ignored hardily 

All portents,—strove their wonted trade to ply 

As ere before, but unto small avail. 

The marts were empty but the church was full, 

And some with dull unknowing fears were pale, 
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And some were rapt in visions wonderful 
Of a new birth and life, and some dark souls, 
Deep-dyed in crime, wiped clean their blotted 
scrolls 
With penitence sincere. None thought of Earth 
Or Earth’s fair treasures in his gripping fear. 
The miser found his hoarded wealth but dearth, 
And east it lavishly as though ’twere mere 
Cheap yellow grain among th’ unheeding folk, 
Thinking, perhaps, some mercy to invoke. 
Thereby, when grim doom clutched the pallid 
world. 
And by the harbor shore, deserted ships 
Rocked idly at their anchors, all sails furled 
The while their crews, with fearsome trembling 
lips, 
Babbled unwonted prayers to God, the same 
Who erst had been to them a jesting name 
And butt for jeers and evil blasphemy, 
So on the wharves in joyous conclave met 
The bearded rats, who from Man’s terror free 
Held there high revel. Night was not as yet, 
But a false night from sable storm-clouds came 
And shut out day, till one great lightning flame 
An instant showed the hillward climbing town 
Caught in Fear’s mesh. 
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Then fiercely drove the rain, 
And washed the grime of sin and foulness down, 
And sluiced the long-slimed alleys clean again,— 
Beneath huge boulders loosed the matrix clay 
So they rolled down the hillside, in grim play 
Of mimic thunder rivalling the real, 
Which ever and anon upon us broke 
As very voice of God,—at every peal 
Shuddered anew our numbly waiting folk 
Thinking it Gabriel’s trump. And all were sure 
That now to sweep away the things impure, 
The Lord had sent another cleansing flood 
And all were doomed—for Lust and Greed and 

Vice 

And Blasphemy, and wantonly spilt blood 
Had tainted all of us. No ark was there 
To save the race again, for God to spare 
There were none worthy. 


Through the night it rained, 
And scarcely could we tell when day had come, 
When suddenly it ceased. A silence reigned 
Among us all, new hope had made us dumb. 
But swiftly burst a clamor of great joy 
Of fears diminished, fears which to destroy 
No more was needed than this token frail 
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Of God’s great merey—mightily it leapt 

Across the sky, above the people pale 

A gorgeous are of glory swung and swept, 

A promise of forbearance, sky-displayed, 

The rainbow’s splendor all our fears allayed, 

Though some still waited doubting for the night, 

And did not join in the wild bursts of glee 

Which welled forth, as with faces all alight 

With joy new-born our folk danced merrily. 

Seant few paid thanks for grace to God, most 
thought 

That since for mercy they had erstwhile sought, 

This granted, no more need for Him was there, 

And what slight vestige of their fear remained 

Was swept away when, thru the evening air 

Clear, calm and bright, our anxious eyes we 
strained 

To see the portent which had terrified 

Our conscious stricken souls. 


Its glow had died 
Unto a pale yellow, it had shrunk 
To almost—nothingness—‘‘A puny thing— 
To frighten men with!’’—so quoth one and slunk 
Away to do some evil fashioning 
No doubt, for now Fear’s hand was raised 
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From off the spring, and it leaped up amazed 
At its compression. Vice again was lord 
Of all our town; blaspheming oaths arose, 
Again the miser sought his golden hoard, 
Again each man held all the rest his foes, 
And strove to overreach them, now again 
The ery of innocence in dole and pain 

Went by unheeded; for a silver piece 

One slew his brother, and as I passed by 

A tavern, yesterday a prey to peace, 

But now agog with evil jollity, 

A wanton laughed behind the half-shut door— 
And so I knew that all was as before. 


SAMUEL WILSON 
Cornell Unwersity 
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Mastery 


ITTLE bunch of fur leaps up, 
Quiv’ring, startled at my step. 
Tiny bit o’ rabbit from 
The road-side flashes, darts away, 
Stops; and waits with fear-lit eyes 
And wildly beating heart, afraid, * * * 


What profit, then, this mastery 

Of man’s that bridles winds and seas, 
And hurling down and hurling up 
Creates the world anew, if, in 

The end, this brother-thing of mine 
Sees me with fear-lit eyes, afraid? 


Lester E. WATERBURY 
Unwersity of Michigan 
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To the Conquerors of the Air 


AM the great adventurer—the geni of all 
romance, 

Swift as an eagle I fly to the fight, eager I take 
the advance, 

I ride the waves of a giant shell; bursting, it 
crashes under, 

We laugh as I rock in its track, we laugh—I and 
my comrade, Thunder. 


On the wings of the wind I sway and swing, aloft 
in a sea of blue, 

I flash and dart and rise and dip, just as the 
lightnings do. 

I mount the stars to gossip with them, then drop 
a thousand feet, 

I mount again exultingly as the mighty storm 
winds meet. 


The thunder, the lightning and I; we three dart 
over the rim of the sky, 


The air is rent, the thunder spent, but I—I home- 
ward fly. 
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I catch the truth that is hurled through space, 1 
hear the song of a star, 

I see the world’s great. battle scar, I know what 
its sorrows are. 


I hear the cries of departing souls, the crash of 
the bursting shell; 

From the depths of the sky, I sail on by, and 
watch them making their hell. 

A line of men—a rocket’s flare—it is the signal 
agreed ; 

I poise in the trackless space. The stars are 
calm as my bomb is freed. 


We are the irresistible conquerors; Fate and I, 

For Fate sits at my wheel to guide as I climb 
the blue of the sky; 

Into the pathway of my star long ages past un- 
trod 

I climb or fall ten thousand feet into the arms 
of God. 


Witna WIGGINTON 
Umversity of Louisville 
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Panama; Three Pictures 


ROM out of the sultry sky the great moon 
beams: 
Below lie forest, jungle, fern and brake, 
Broad tangled stretches unessayed by man; 
Great stagnant pools with fever-laden breath ; 
Untrodden ways, where glide strange deadly 
snakes ; 
And giant trees, whereon, like errant souls, 
Shine ghostly orchids’ phosphorescent gleams. 
A dead twig snaps: vast clouds of birds arise 
From out the marshes’ depths, with screaming 
shrill. 
The screaming fades; remains a heavy drone 
Of countless insects, ministers of death; 
And heat, oppressive, dread, hangs over all. 


From out the sultry sky the great moon beams: 
The jungle has to chaos given place. 
Where once the foetid forest’s marshes stood 


(This poem won the Lloyd McKim Garrison Prize for an 
English poem on ‘‘Panama,’’ in 1914.) 
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Great eery shapes now rise against the sky, 
Like monsters of a prehistoric age; 
Tall cranes and derricks, dredgers, heaps of 
stone, 

The signs of sturdy, progress-loving man. 
The pools remain; the insects’ drone is hushed; 
To other, denser wilds the birds have flown, 
While twinkling lights mark rows of tiny homes 
Where rest the pioneers of Panama: 

And heat, oppressive, dread, hangs over all. 


From out the sultry sky the great moon beams: 

Soft falls the moonlight, on the Gatun Lock, 

Culebra’s channel, and the spotless sides, 

The white stone structure of the Great Canal. 

Anon, with lights ablaze, huge steamships glide, 

Like monsters crawling, through the tropic night, 

Envoys of nations, spreading world-wide peace. 

Where death once lurked, all now is life ana 

joy ; 

For Goethal’s guiding hand has put to flight 

Disease, and all that made a heaven hell 

At that fair spot, the Juncture of the Seas: 
And rest, refreshing rest, hangs over all. 


Haroup WILLARD GLEASON 
Harvard Unwersity 
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Munusculum 


RULY your gift was the gift of a friend ; 
And in the songs of Rupert Brooke I find 
Thoughts that are yours,—as baffling as the 
wind, 
They float like tenuous dreams, and have no 
end. i 
Soft are the thoughts; and yet their edges rend 
Sham and deception from the prisoned mind: 
They free life from those knotted cords that 
bind 
And cramp and choke, and yet do not defend, 


The almost helpless thing we eall a soul. 
Such is the spirit of these poems you gave, 
And, just as echoes rise when breakers roll 
Upon a rocky shore, so from the grave 

Of one young soldier, far across the sea, 
Echoes of you arise and call to me. 


Waueaton H. Brewer 
University of California 
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Shakespeare 


OMETIMES, when in disgust at petty men 
T lose all faith in man’s divinity, 
I hear thy voice—as on a troubled sea 
The stars shine down, and we are calm again. 
For when we hear, out-topping human ken, 
Thy accents calm in matchless majesty, 
We know ’twas God in very surety 
Guided the strokes of that inspired pen. 
But greater yet the truth that we behold— 
Touched by the sweep of thy rich imagery, 
We see the meanest life turn purest gold: 
Highest and lowest one humanity. 
Toilers have need of what the poet sings 
No more than he their strength to spread his 
wings. 


Erik ACHORN 
Bowdoin College 
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To William Vaughn Moody 


I 


NDER the shadow girdered bridge 
The river flows beneath me like serpent 
hair, 
Out to the dim grey lake: 
And the sown reflections of the shore lamps, 
Gleaming on the dead water— 
Carbuncle, topaz, emerald,— 
In the jet hair of a courtesan. 


An ore-boat lies at the dock, 

Gaunt, perilous, 

Like a ship of dead souls 

Under the ghastly white ribbons of search-lights ; 
With spirits tremulous to and fro on the decks. 
Beyond, through the open sides of the mill, 
Where were pale quiverings of light— 
Fire-white steam, 

Red glow of hot iron, 
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The almost tender gleam of violet lamps,— 
Juts out the angry flame of a converter, 
White-hot, plunging, electric, 

Tearing great gulfs in the night, 

While red flame pours from the chimneys, 
Mounting in pinnacles, 

Reddening the low-hung clouds 

Till they are like live embers, 

The cinder of the last-day parchment scroll. 


IT 


You come to me out of the inert night, 
Spiritual yet subtly mortal, 

And stand where I might lay my hand on yours. 
For you are drawn to earth 

With the ache for companionship, 

With the sin and pain and beauty we know, 
And for the strange discolored ecstacies we feel 
Of joy or pain. 


So we stand shoulder to shoulder, 
Spirit and mortal,— 

The mortal reaching the spiritual, 
The spiritual feeling the mortal,— 
Looking out where the river widens 
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And goes to meet the grey, mist-burdened lake, 
Whence the dawn must come, 

Tremendous, titan-like, yet ineffably sweet, 

Out of the watery east. 


Your hand seems to tremble on mine, 
And your words come to me 
Like soft sounds blown over the water: 


You see but steel and flame 
Melting the enchained heart 

To pour it to molds of bitterness: 
You see but smoke across the sky, 
And the thick, lfeless stream. 


I know that God would have it so: 

The Sun of Righteousness will rise 

More grandly, not from amethyst horizons 
Fingered by dawn, 

But rending through dark-hanging smoke, 
Making it opalescent— 

A trailing cloak in the wind. 


The noisome mist of the water 

Shall vibrate into heavy, vaporous gold 
Rolling up to leave the golden waves 
To the splashing of the pure wind: 
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Before our forges quench their flame 
The fire must forge the sword 
That shall slay evil in the street. 


And perhaps God will let it be morning for- 
ever ! 

Then all our fires shall be flames of sacrifice, 

And all our steel the edged, pure steel of truth, 

And the smoke—a violet-winged messenger of 
praise. 


JOHN GRIMES 
Unwersity of Chicago 
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To Josiah Royce* 


EAWARD he set his course, nor hugg’d the 
shore 

Of circumstance, resolv’d, dauntless, to sound 
The deep unfathomable seas, explore 
Alone far caverns measureless, profound, 
Seek that which lies below, beyond, behind 
The knower and the known, and when the West 
Salutes the stars with rose and gold, to find 
The foam-reef’d Isles of Hesperus—the Bless’d. 


Teach me your secret, O great mariner, 
That when my tides of faith are all but spent, 
When night and chilling winds afflict the sea, 
When though at home I am a foreigner 

And homesick, I may somehow learn content 
And find the pole-star of your loyalty! 


Brent Dow ALLINSON 
Harvard University 


*Awarded the Lloyd McKim Garrison Prize for 1917. 
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Formality and the Soul 


I. John Singer Sargent 


AY— 
A formal garden carefully laid out 
Closely cropped box-trees and the brilliant hues 
Of myriad flowers. 


The world— 

But not the weary world; 

Not the care-laden, toiling, sweating world. 
The world of pleasure. 


Plutocracy— 
Superiority of wealth and learning. 
Power, position, sleekness, snobbishness. 


Society—five o’clock tea— 
Five o’clock tea in the garden ; 
In the perfect garden ; 

In the formal, artificial garden. 
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II. James MacNeil Whistler 
Night— 
A silver moonbeam on a golden strand. 
Black ocean— 
An ocean, undulating and black. 
A gray dawn. 


The souls of men— 

Some white, some gray, some biack, 

All souls of men— 

Flitting about in the black darkness of 
night. 


Humanity— 

Deep-rooted kindliness. 

A something snatching— 

Always snatching at the heart-strings, 
Snatching and appealing. 


Souls— 
Flitting thru the night. 


Karu W. BIGELOW 
Clark College 
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The Immortals 
(On hearing of the death of Kipling’s son.) 


a IS son is dead,’’ they say, ‘‘His son is 


dead.”’ 
“*Dead,’’ someone mutters, stirring up the fire, 
‘*And still the old world labors without tire, 
And bears new grain to blow where he was 
bled.”’ 


‘‘His father mourns, but not alone,’’ they said. 

‘““What need to mourn. His Art ean still in- 
spire, 

Sons of the future for a kinship higher.’’ 

I thought of Fame these men so coveted, 


And saw the children of his spirit go 
Far down the future, lonely, old and strange, 
Speaking a foreign and an ancient tongue; 


While he some mourn as dead, who do not know 
Born of frail flesh, is blown by winds of change, 
Dust; still immortal; eternal and unsung. 


GENEVIEVE TAGGARD 
Unversity of Califorma 
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Alfred Noyes 


I 


HE house was hushed to a whisper like the 
sigh of a summer’s breeze, 
For a poet had come among us from across the 
troubled seas, 
He brought a wondrous message from off the 
purple moors, 
And England’s voice was calling— 
—Calling—Calling— 
And England’s voice was calling, to my heart 
and yours. 


II 


He’d a manly English forehead, a square cut 
English chin, 

An English air about him, an English way to 
say ‘‘been;’’ 

He spoke of the ‘‘clark’’ and his office—He’a 
a twinkle in his eye. 
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Humor and eyes that twinkle? 
Yes, English eyes a-twinkle! 
Humor and eyes a-twinkle? Your adage is 
awry ! 


(mal 


As over his words he clattered, we rushed to a 
dark inn-yard, 

We heard the tap on the shutters, of the house 
all locked and barred; 

We heard the tune that was whistled to the 
maiden waiting there, 

The landlord’s black-eyed daughter, 

Bess, the landlord’s daughter, 

And we caught the fragrant perfume from her 

long black locks of hair. 


EV: 


We heard tlot-tlot in the distance! The shot in 
the frosty night! 

We almost smelled the smoke of it, and saw the 
flash of light. 

We felt on our cheeks a moment, the cool of her 
last long breath, 
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The touch of the blood drenched fingers, 
The clasp of the blood drenched fingers, 
We felt on our breasts the fingers, and wept be- 
cause of her death. 


Vv 
As we rode the electric tram, down the bustling 
street, 
The barrel-organ’s carrolling was wondrously 
Sweet, 
Then under the mighty waters Killmany plied 
her way, 
But ‘‘nobudy-knew,’’ 
No, ‘‘nobudy-knew,’’ 
Where she had ‘‘been,’’ we heard the poet say. 


VI 
In Sherwood just at twilight, as Robin Hood 
awoke, 
He bought a bunch of violets for his lady’s cloak, 


Then in our ship of poet’s dreams, behind us 
London lay, 


We went to Kew in lilac-time, 
In hilae-time, in lilae-time— 
We went to Kew in lilac-time, it wasn’t far 
away. 
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Vil 


His poems seemed to sing themselves, from out a 
soul inspired, 

Beautiful, harmonious sounds, with mighty pur- 
pose fired. 

He found God the beginning as he unraveled the 
threads of time, 

And a ery for peace came ringing, 

Ringing—ringing 

A ery for peace came ringing, from the heart 

of his lovely rhyme. 


VIIl 

Optimism, love, faith, and hope, all qualities 
which please, 

You own them all, dear poet, from across the 
troubled seas; 

Yet the message that you brought us, from off 
the purple moors, 

Bore a note of sadness, 

Sadness—sadness— 

Yes, it bore a note of sadness, which wounds my 

heart and yours. 


Frora ELEANOR WELLS 
Baylor Unwersity 
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The Dreamer 


HEN he was young he wanted to be 
bold 

And brave. He wished to help the weak, 
As did the knights of old; 
Or be a pirate and hid treasure seek— 
Diamonds and yellow gold. 
He craved to drink deep of Romance’s cup, 
But he grew up. 


When once a man, he wanted to be strong 
And great. He sought success in life, 

A place above the throng, 

A famous victory in the World’s strife. 

But something went all wrong 

For he won neither fame, nor power, nor gold, 
And he grew old. 


Down that mean street you see him drift along, 
His life a failure and his soul a song. 


Joun D. McMaster 
Princeton University 
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Joe 


KEERLESS, lanky sort was Joe, 
An’ kind o’ lonesome like, you know; 
He didn’t seem to want a home, 
Jes’ seemed to be content to roam. 


He never came to meetin’ camp, 
An’ folks called him ‘‘that wuthless scamp!’’ 


But I have seen him on the hill, 

At sunset, watch the sky until 

He seemed to grow an inch in height, 
As if he breathed the very sight. 


An’ felt my eyes grow sort 0’ damp — 
A-watchin’ him—‘‘that wuthless scamp!”’ 


I’ve seen him in the woods alone, 
A-lis’nin’ to its lazy drone, 

As if ’twas music that he heered— 
His eyes so set, they had me skeered. 
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He thought great things, I guess, to tramp 
All day alone—‘‘that wuthless scamp!”’ 


I’ve heered him laugh at children’s play— 
A laugh so clear, an’ sweet, an’ gay, 

That trembled like the organ when 

They drown its wheezin’, now an’ then. 


But reg’lar folks at meetin’ camp 
Said he was ‘‘lost’’—‘‘that wuthless secamp!”’ 


He always was the lonesome kind— 
A sort 0’ misfit—didn’t find 

His fun in things that others did, 
As boy an’ man, his heart was hid. 


I think the folks who shun his stamp, 
Don’t understand ‘“‘that wuthless scamp !”’ 


Lewis W. Brirron 
De Paul University 
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Mirage 


MET them playing in an alley-way, 
An organ and a monkey and a man. 
And ragged children danced about in play, 


Forgetting misery as children can. 
* * * * * * * * 


Up rose she from the curb and brushed her hair 

From out her bleary eyes, grinned, jigged her 
feet, 

Plucked at her skirt, cursed softly in despair, 

And tottered in the gutter of the street. 


GERALDINE WILLIS 
Cornell Unwersity 
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Princess and Peasant 

e HO is a princess? Mother, say— 
Who is a princess? Tell me, 

pray!’ 
‘‘A great, grand lady, Bessie child,’’ 
The mother said; but as she smiled, 
Her eyes with sudden tears grew wet: 
‘*Tuist to the tale I tell you, Pet. 


‘‘The little daughter of a princess lay, 
Once on a time, with fever sick to death. 
The princess stayed beside her night and day, 
Or kneeling over her with fragrant breath, 
Or moving round the bed in her soft way. 


‘“The child grew worse and worse as hours went 
by; 
The doctors came and went, with grave con- 
cern ; 
The nurses watched her with an anxious sigh; 
The fatal fever heat they could not turn; 
Ere long they knew the little one must die. 
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‘“They gently told the princess, and they bade 
Her not to touch the fever-stricken babe 
Lest she should also die. With dark eyes sad 
And white, tense face, the princess watched 
her rave 
And toss and fret and moan like one gone mad. 


““The child at sunset started up wild-eyed 
And begged so piteously the love she missed ; 
‘My mother! kiss me! once! just once!’ she cried. 
Swift stooped the princess, and her forehead 
kissed. 
The little one sank back, and smiled—and died !’’ 


‘‘And mother, did the princess die? 
There, there, my mother! do not ery!’’ 
‘*Yes, Bessie. When the little child had died, . 

The princess sickened with the dread disease, 
And in a little while she also died. 

Out in the soft, sweet earth, ‘neath blossom- 

ing trees, 
They laid them, child and mother, side by side.”’ 
‘‘Is that a princess then?’’ 
= That? 9s es.! 
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That is a princess, little Bess.’’ 


‘Who is a peasant? Mother, say! 
Who is a peasant? Tell me, pray!”’ 


‘‘A poor, rough man, my little one.’’ 
‘‘And did he have a poor, sick son? 
A little son who moaned all day 
For to be kissed? Say, mother, say!’’ 


‘<A poor, sick son, my Bess? Perhaps he had,”’’ 
The mother said with quivering lips. ‘‘Just 
one. 
A bright-eyed, roguish, winsome, little lad, 
Whose prattle from the dawn ’till set of sun 
Had kept the toiling peasant’s lone heart glad. 


‘“There only were they two. So happy they, 
When drudging in the fields the long hours 
through, 
Or sitting in their hut at close of day. 
And now the child lay sick. The peasant 
knew 
What fatal fever burned the life away. 
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‘“Alone the deadly malady he fought; 
With hopeless, breaking heart, by day and 
night, 
He kept his watch beside the little cot; 
And oft he touched his hard, rough hand so 
light 
Upon the laddie’s face—yet kissed him not. 


‘*The child one mid-night started up wild-eyed 
And begged so piteously the love he missed: 
“My father! kiss me! once! just once!’ he cried. 
The peasant knelt; the feverish lips he kissed. 
The little one looked up, and smiled—and died! 


‘‘And mother! did the peasant die? 
There, there, my mother! do not ery!”’ 


“‘Yes, Bessie. When the little lad had died, 
The peasant, stricken by the dread disease, 
Lay down beside the form he loved, and died. 
Out in the cold, hard earth, ’neath leafless 
trees, 
They laid them, child and father, side by side.’’ 
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‘“‘Ts that a peasant then ?”’ 
‘““That? Yes! 
That is a peasant, little Bess.”’ 


‘‘Then, mother, they are just the same! 
‘‘There’s just a difference in their name!’’ 


Maryerta LEHR 
Unwersity of Southern California 
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Home 


4 IS the place where the sins are forgiven. 
And the soul is lifted above; — 
’Tis the place where weakness is hidden, 
Under the mantle of love. 


"Tis the haunt of the sweetest memories, 
That linger so long in the heart, 

When the chill of the world has hardened, 
And dear ones have drifted apart. 


’Tis the place where manhood is moulded, 

And dreams of the future are born, 
When the strength of the nation lies folded 
In the arms of a mother at dawn. 


LeicH BucKNER HANES 
Hampden Sidney College 
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A Husband’s Voice 


Y heart—and your heart, 


And our darling’s heart between: 


Love, life’s all Springtime 
And all the world is green. 


I dream—and you dream, 
Of a little mound of clay: 

Love, life’s all Winter 
Since baby’s gone away. 


FRANK WILLIAM HOoLSsLAG 
University of Notre Dame 
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Absence 


ITTLE brown eyes, little clown eyes, 
How I miss your winkin’ an’ your 
blinkin’ 
At me with break o’ early morn, 
An’ your gurglin’ while a sinkin’ 
Into my gladsome arms, that kep’ me thinkin’ 
You was a sayin’ ‘‘Mornin’, Daddy, morn.’’ 


Little sweet eyes, little neat eyes, 

How I miss your trustin’, never fussin’ 
Gaze at me while I held you close 

To my heart almost a bustin’ 

With love, an’ your hands that kep’ a mussin’ 
My hair an’ a pullin’ my nose! 


Little dove eyes, full-of-love eyes, 

How I miss your peepin’ an’ the creepin’ 
Of two soft arms around my neck, 

An’ the kiss just fore you fell a sleepin’. 
Oh, how my hungry heart is keepin’ 

The fullness of your ‘‘bushel an’ a peck’’! 
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Pure-as-dew eyes, little true eyes, S 
How I miss the teachin’ an’ the preachin’ 

That burned from them into my soul 

With a theme and power farther reachin’, 

And a selfless prayer far more beseechin’ 

Than any sermon man has told! 


Oh, so-far eyes, little star eyes, 

In the night-tide glowin’, are you knowin’ 
How the hot tears sometimes come to me? 
Oh, how I dream and long to be goin’ 
‘To you, angel eyes, and reap my sowin’ 
In the land God made like thee! 


Harry Travis RHopES 
Baylor University 
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To Clare, Candle-Wishes 


\ BIRTHDAY cake with tapers bright, 
That wink like little eyes. 
A tiny maid in pink and white, 


A tableau of surprise. 
* * * * * 


And now to blow the candles out, 
A wish for every one, 

You laugh and with a merry shout 
The game is well begun. 


First father’s candle you must blow; 
It flickers, soon is still, 

And daddy hopes you’ll never know 
The slightest care or ill. 


Then mother, next, her candle brings— 
With skill a mother shows— 

A choice array of pretty things 
Like baby frocks and clothes. 
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And ‘‘sister dear,’’ let’s blow and see x 
Her birthday wish for you; 

A mighty puff and—goodness me! 
You’ve blown my candle too. 


Her prayer’s a most romantic sort, 
For, by the hearthside glow, 

She’d have a knight to pay you court, 
A Cinderella beau. 


And how you try to make me tell 
With all your baby guile; 

The others, sweetheart, wished so well 
I think I’ll wait a while. 


* * * * * 


Now weary from the happy day 
In mother’s arms you rest, 

A fairer jewel never lay 
Upon her loving breast. 


Two chubby hands have clasped her heart, 
Entwined, until it seems 

You can not bear to let her part, 
Not even in your dreams. 
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But sleep untroubled, little miss, 
For if my prayer come true, 

You'll always have her tender kiss: 
My candle-wish to you. 


Epwarp V. KiILeEn, Jr. 
Holy Cross College 
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The Poem-Tree 


UTSIDE my latticed door it stands, 
CQ) A little tree, all softly green, 
And in its slender leafy hands 
Are gifts of mist and silver sheen. 


Beside the hearth the children play 
At Prince and Pirate, Sioux and Tar, 
And Baby goes to Mandalay 

Upon the fender choo-choo car. 


But they return, my pirates bold, 

At twilight, to the cottage door, 
Taking me captive, not for gold,— 
‘CA story!’’ Mate and Captain roar. 


A princely ransom they demand, 
Before their chief will set me free; 
I heap before the greedy band 

The treasure from my Poem-Tree. 
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In colors gay the tales are spun, 

Of gossamer, and fairy lace, 

Blown from the green tree in the sun, 
That sheds its gifts with so much grace. 


At last from out the shadows gray, 
The Sandman creeps, my one ally, 
And then I give, at close of day, 
The tree’s best gift, a lullaby. 


Outside my latticed door it stands, 
A little tree, all softly green, 

And in tts slender leafy hands 

Are gifts of mist and silver sheen. 


ErxHen. FEvERLICHT 
Hunter College 
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Secrets 


USH! 
Secrets! 
Lean your heads this way. 

See those grown-ups standing there, 
With their strange eyes and faces gray. 
How curiously they smile and stare! 
Come, let us run away 

With our secrets. 
Hush! 


Hush! 
A secret ! 
Take this silver bell, 
And bury it in the south rose-bed, 
And mark it with this tiny shell, 
Here where the white rose leaves are shed. 
Promise never to tell 
Our secret! 
Hush! 
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Hush! 
A secret: 
I’ll whisper it in your ear. 
““The winds come over the mountains, 
Over the mountains to me 
And the thrinnies stand all in a row, 
And laugh, and clap their hands with 
piee kA te Bip, 
Big white elephant in the forest,— 
And a baby sobbing with fear,— 
While the winds come over the mountains 
to me 
From far and near.’’ 
Keep my secret! 
Hush! 


Hush! 
My secret! 
I must be all alone, 
For others would say it is only a rag 
Tied up like a doll. It is not! 
It is not just a doll: it is something more 
strange, 
More precious and wonderful far. 
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When I hold it, my heart grows quite hot, 
As though I were seeing the fairies. 
"Tis something,—’tis something—nobody 
knows what— 
But I made it! It is my own! 
My secret! 
Hush! 


CATHERINE NEEDHAM 
Unwersity of Illinois 
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A Bit of Heaven 


HILD of the slums, how happy 
Playing there on the stair, 
Clad in your dirty remnants, 
With feet unwashed and bare. 


You sit all day on the doorstep, 
Where people pass you by, 

Ne’er heeding the mite of a human 
Making a glad mud-pie. 


You hear not the hurrying footsteps: 
You laugh and you point with fun 

At the rippling hght on a puddle 
Flashing a ray of sun. 


You pile up stones lke a castle, 
And then you tumble them down, 
And care not that labor is fruitless, 
You prince of the beggar-town! 
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You play like a wealthy spendthrift 
That knows no end to his gold; 

You play like a king of the gnome-world 
Ruling his hunchbacks old. 


You play like that thot-free creature 
Of woods and streams—the fawn; 

You play like a scarlet fall-leaf 
Greeting the wind of dawn. 


You play like a god—or a savage— 
That knows nor time, nor place, 

The hght of a brute thing’s heaven 
Shines in your beggar-face. 


And you are the ruler of heaven, 
Mud-pies your ambrosial feast! 

Ah, close to the blissful and timeless 
Is a child—or a tramp—or a beast. 


G. GERTRUDE JOHNSON 
Rockford College 
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The City Beautiful 


SAW a child crowned with a crown 
if Of young fresh days, but weary there 
Where smileless passers paused to frown— 

Sweet child, all heartless thoroughfare! 


Then for the wonder of its face— 
Mute eloquence that looked to Greece, 
And murmured Daphne and Apollo’s grace, 
1 spoke; speech brought my heart strange 
peace. 


Child of the City’s heartless street, 

Say who you are, and whom you seek 
Each day amid the pressing feet, 

Dull days, slaves of their lord, the week? 


I sensed, but did not hear, the child 
Breathe to my soul its soul’s reply, 

Scent of May-day, song snow-exiled 
In green-branched choirs beneath the sky ; 
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White temples gleaming like a flame, 
And work itself a holiday, 

For the strange child without a name, 
The child that drew my heart its way. 


Man of the years that glow and fail 
In salty toil, in hope’s worn gleam, 
My name is Beauty, and I pale 
Save where eyes see the worlds I dream. 


JOHN SAIDMORE 
Dubuque College 
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St. Francis’ Prayer 


T home the youthful Francis prayed: 
‘‘Give me not wealth galore, 
Unless, sweet Lord, thou givest too 
A love of Thine own poor. 


But, Lord, I still would ask of Thee 
Those other riches fair— 

Of Thy choice grace which Thou alone 
With Saints art wont to share. 


I would not Lord nor wouldst Thou have 
That after loving Thee, 

I raze from out my heart all thought 
Of poor humanity. 


There was a sacred bush of old 
Wrapped round with flaring fire, 
Nor yet with all the flames’ white heat 

Did it consume the briar. 
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So, Lord, send to my frigid heart 
The love flame from above, 

But do not from my human heart 
Expel all human love.’’ 


GerALD L. CuarkK 
St. Mary’s College 
Oakland, Calif. 
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When I See Trees 


] HEN I see trees outlined against the sky, 
\ \ Something that’s Greek in me kneels 
down to pray. 
On infinite blueness, sycamores that lay 
Strange, barren traceries, gaunt, white, and dry. 
Low evening star, and two slim poplars high, 
Spiring to meet it, missing it as they sway— 
O makers of gods in marble and in clay, 
Had ye known birches when the winds go by! 
I might have earth’s glad colors, gold on blue, 
Or rustle of fresh leaves, a wood-thrush trill, 
Warmth of the dawn, sweetness of evening dew, 
Spring-wonder,—yet, an orchard-crested hill, 
Shadows on snow from pines the light slips 
through, 
Curve of a bough, could make my soul kneel still. 


HELEN GIDDINGS 
Mount Holyoke College 
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Prayer 


HRIST, 
She is coming, 
Lead her gently into heaven. 


Lord Isfrael, 

Sing you the moon into a jewel for her, 
Make you the universe into her bed. 
God, 

Set you Lord Gabriel for a candle 
Shining at her head, 

And Lord Michael 

For a lamp before her feet. 
Mary, 

Smooth her gown, 

Sweetly, 

As you would a child’s. 


Oh Christ, 

Hearkening to prayers, 
Hear me, 

Praying desolate. 


Haroutp Cook 
Union College 
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Echoes 


~¥ IGH up among the cobwebs of the roof, 
Where the black beams their heavy 
shadows throw, 
There dwells an echo, myriad in its sounds, 
Varying with its master, the great pipes 
Of metal, humming as they’re played in turn. 
The organ sings a carol merrily, 
And the echo lilting to the strain it sings 
Tosses it back and forth along the beams, 
As a juggler of balls throws colored bagatelles. 
A gentle hush falls on the murmuring, 
A flute-like echo rises to the dome 
And lingering it signals back and forth, 
For the notes hark’ning, tarry there a while 
To calm and warm and lull a restless heart. 
Again the music changes and a chord 
Like noise of rushing waters comes to us, 
Sound upon sound; they battle as they rise 
To hurl themselves into returning tones, 
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A hymn as noble as crusaders sang 
While marching to the ever distant goal. 
The martial music ceases,—all is still 
Save little answering voices all around. 


Heten M. Francis 
Mount Holyoke College 
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An Easter Song 
To Rosemary, Aet. 10 


INE is the gift and you the giver 
But swift has flowed the winding river 
Of time since we filled a distant day 
With riotous laughter and noisy play, 
And the gift has come like a flower of Spring 
After winter—for your remembering. 


In years, in years, when I am old, 

And you are rich in youth’s bright gold, 
Your Easter-bird will sing his part, 

And a wreath of smiles shall crown my heart. 
Never forgotten though never known 

By a child that the wayward wind had blown 
Into my life for a life, or a day, 

And bade me to turn again and play. 

An angel plucked thee from a rose, 

And where I go that memory goes, 

Wherever I dream amidst this strife, 
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Or linger beside the stream of life, 
A child and a man in dreams shall arise, 
And play like the children of Paradise. 


Oh fair, do you know what your gift has done, 
That the glory of day is the flaming sun, 

That the glory of life is love and bliss, 

And the tired heart is seeking this? 


You have loved my laughter and my play 
But time will erase that all some day, 
But wherever I go I must be true 

For ever your face is gazing through 
The glorious past, and watching lest 

I should play false to an angel’s hest. 


So Child of Spring, Oh Child of Spring, 

You have heard what your bird has made me 
sing, 

Oh his voice was sweet, and his voice was feat, 

And the days of the past that have been so fleet 

Have fallen back and before my eyes 

I saw thine innocence arise, 

And smiled as I had not smiled for long 

When I heard your birdie’s Easter song. 
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In years, in years, when I am old, 

And you are rich in youth’s bright gold, 

May your laughter be ever as bright and gay 
And as sweet as it was when we played one day, 
May your heart be the heart of an angel child 
As it was on that day when heaven smiled, 
This is my gift, Oh fair, to you, 

The dreamer has given,—and dreams come true. 


Last, when the sun-is sinking, cold, 

And the earth is dying, grown too old, 

I will wait for you, child, in the azure skies, 
And we’ll play in the halls of Paradise. 


ARCHIBALD L. MacKEnzi, JR. 
Boston College 
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God 


KNOW not my religion; do not care 
Whether it be fast bound within the 
walls of creed, 
Or floating free as those white clouds above, 
Drifting serene across the untroubled sky. 
This I do know: 
God lives and breathes through all things. 
Smile ye may—wise Doctors of the Law— 
Expounders grave of deep philosophy. 
When your dark sayings, winding in and out 
The narrow corridors of logic’s house, 
(Stuffy and soul-confining) 
Have made one little child lighter-hearted 
Eased the weight 
That weary shoulders bear across the years, 
Or comforted a mother’s breaking heart— 
I may believe. 


But now I go 
Into the murky darkness of life’s gloom, 
Seeking among the shadows for my God, 
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My Father of the meadows and the sun; 
Knowing that where a starving, beaten child 
Lies sobbing in the darkness and the cold, 
There I shall find Him. 


Maybe in the guise 
Of some street arab with an evil face 
Whose eyes are wistful now, whose clumsy hands 
Are God’s own healing to a weary child. 
I care not. I shall find; and finding know 
My own God of the mountains and the sun. 


DupLEY Brooks 
University of Wisconsin 
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This Voice 


HEN this poor body nestles down beneath 
\ \ some kindly tree, 
What of this voice? Where will it go to spend 
eternity ? 
Down corridors of twilight will it issue in a sigh? 
In gloomy halls of midnight will it lift its 
lonely cry? 
Or will it join the evening winds in lulling 
melody, 
To bathe the brow of her I love when she 
remembers me ? 
Or will it lend its murmur to some rippling 
mountain stream, 
To fill her heart with tenderness when she goes 
there to dream 
Of days when life was golden, and all the birds 
divine, 
When flowers bloomed on every tree and all 
the world was mine? 
Whether it loiter on the earth awaiting her dear 
voice, 
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Or whether in among the stars with angels it 
rejoice, 
I humbly pray that every day it may call toward 
the light, 
And greet my lonely loved ones when they 
eross the bridge of night. 


WIGHTMAN FLETCHER MELTON 
Emory University 
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Immortality 


OFT falls the snow,—like a silent veil 
Upon the face of darkness, pale ; 
Silent, soft,—adding silence more intense, 
Filling the air with its whiteness,—dense 
Falls the snow, like a carpet white 
The earth o’erspreads itself, and night 
Its darkness loses, gathering light 
From this below,—for oft ’tis bright 
The level plain, and not the height,— 
As when the sun, low-sinking, red, 
Dips slowly ’neath the sea its head. 
Soft falls the snow,—and yet, ’twould seem, 
Creations of a vision,—dream. 
All this around me,—white and pure, 
Soft the snow falls, serene, secure, 
So silent,—calm, so lightly dresst 
With thoughts of peace,—of love, and rest. 


And here I stand before the gate 
Of iron bars,—against the grate 
My face hard pressed,—my fingers tight, 
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Soft falls the snow,—but now its light 

I cannot see,—I cannot feel, 

The silence speaks, my senses steal 

Away from me,—no doubts, no fear, 

No haunting shadows gathering near; 
There is no trembling of the hand— 

This but I know,—that here I stand 

Before this tomb, the house of dead, 
Where lies the corpse whence life has fled. 


It is not fear that makes me stand 

So limp, so lifeless,—nor the hand 

To shake,—to shake,—the hair to rise,— 

It is not fear,—and yet there cries 

Within my soul that here I see 

Life’s birth,—Life’s death,—Life’s mystery. 


The light behind,—the tomb before, 
Dumb—silent, dark and nothing more,— 
A silence of a substance,—dense, 
Oppressing,—mute,—so silent,—tense 

As if a mass it were of lead, 

And nothing more,—no sound,—instead— 
Soft falls the snow. 
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Corporeal silence like a voice, 

My ears sound-filled, I have no choice 
But stay,—but stay, with gazing eye, 
Where silent dead in slumber he; 

So near—so far,—for here in me 

Is Life,—and there,—Eternity. 


Now calm, as of the tomb a part 

I stand, with normal-beating heart ; 
If fear there was, I know it not, 

Tis gone if ’twere,—around this spot 
There circles mystery,—eons, realms, 
And infinite thought the mind o’erwhelms, 
Too vast to think on,—O, too deep, 

As looking down the mountain steep, 
We cautious bend, and look; but fail, 
If steep the mount,—to see the vale; 
Or when the ear its shell-cup round 

Is limit-filled with vibrant sound, 
Tho rumbling thunder add its din, 
No more of sound can enter in. 


With advancing stride on the road of time, 
With a hand on the pulse of every clime, 

With a chart of the land,—the sea,—the sky, 

Of the depths of the earth,—the bodies on high,— 
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Marking the course of the rising sun, 

Of the shifting stars,—when the day is done; 

The substance of air, the measure of night, 

The causes of darkness, the sources of light, 

The heat of the torrids,—the cold of the zones, 

Vibration of sound, and the volume of tones, 

The products of earth, and the wealth of the sea, 

The beasts of the forest,—the sap of the tree, 

The measure of atoms,—the life of the flower, 

The lightning, the cloudburst, the rainbow, the 
shower, 

All this,—aye,—and more, long unknown, un- 
revealed, 

Showed itself unto Science,—in truth, uncon- 
cealed ; 

And yet,—tho unfolding as years onward roll, 

Old Science is baffled to follow the soul. 


Speak, O ye Dead !—is there slumber and rest 

Where you lie stiff and cold with a stone on your 
breast ; 

With rough marble so cold ’neath your head and 
your feet, 

Are there dreams in your sleep,—is your calm 
slumber sweet ? 
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Does your spirit of Life still live on,—Or has 
Death 

Taken also the mind and the soul with your 
breath? 

O, mouths that are silent,—your mysteries give! 

Is there life, new in death,—is it death here to 
live? 

Does your soul have a mission unshaken and 
free ? 

Is there peace in your sphere, for the souls there 
like thee? 

Is there splendor of Heaven,—Hot fire of Hell, 

Or a Paradise fair in the world where you dwell? 

Is there God in His Kingdom with life-giving 
breath ? 

O, lips that are still,—lIs there life after death? 


Soft falls the snow,—now the breeze springs 
high, 

And thick falls the white from the leaden sky, 

Loud sounds the wind thro the branches bare, 

A phantom of white is the whirling air, 

Like a spirit disturbed,—like a ghost that is 
lost, 

In the arms of an angry tempest tosst, 
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And loud sounds a voice thru the storm in my 
ear, 

"Tis my own,—’tis the voice of my thought that 
I hear: 


‘“O, ye who doubt,—Ye misbelieving throng, 
Uncertain thinking still of God’s identity, 
Awake !—Behold! within your hearts alone 
The God of Love shall dwell,—for God is 

Love; 

Look to your hearts,—throw ope’ the portals 
' wide, 
Let enter God,—the God of Love within, 
For He is all for one,—a perfect Unity, 
Whose only law,—‘‘Thy neighbor as thyself.’’ 
Ye look above,—beyond,—before, 

Thro ages blindly groping,—seeking, 
While here upon your threshold standing, 
Knocks the All-God at your door. 

O’er every castle, palace, home and hamlet,— 
In humble cottage, poorest, darkest den, 

The God of Love appears and longs to linger, 
Oh, blesst is he who bids Him enter in. 
Dispel the gloom—the haze,—the doubting, 
Drink deep within your soul His warmth, 
Make Charity your own, His firm disciple, 
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And live on earth a Heaven as your own; 

A love for all must bring and breed forgive- 
ness, 

Forgiveness clasps and tender makes the heart. 

Then in this heart,—thus made the fairest 
temple, 

Shall dwell thy God of Love,—Thine own. for 
all, 

So shalt thou dwell on earth,—but earth a 
Heaven, 

For Heaven is but where thy God shall be, 

And living thus with Him, thou diest never, 

But livest on— and through eternity ; 

For Love—God has no death,—He has no 
dying, 

We leave the earth,—but thoughts of death, 
Away! 

For if we live in hearts we leave behind us, 

To live within those hearts is not to die.’’ 


Soft falls the snow,—and the night is still, 
And the trees stand bare and asleep on the hill, 
And I cling to the thought that the Dead are 
not dead, 

If a memory lives on,—if a tear-drop is shed, 
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If somewhere, some time, in some heart comes a 
thrill 

For the face that is gone,—and the voice that 
is still. 


And vague floats a thought,—could they speak 
from the sod, 
Would they tell of a Father,—a Maker,—a God? 


And I turn from the tomb, with a step that is 
slow, 

And my footprints are lost, as soft falls the 
snow. 


M. Evwarp RosENzWEIG 
Suffolk Law School 
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Fragment 


Said that the soul was fire. 
Burn higher, soul, 
Lick higher, whips of flame, 
Shoot higher, red and orange whips, 
Burn blue and white, rush, blaze, hiss, 
Sow your hot sparks among the chill stars; 
For soon the petals 
Of the black flower of night 
Will enfold you, 
Closing down, one after another. 


ERAKLEITOS of Ephesos 


You will be as a little candle. 
Then you will be 
Ashes. 


SaLLy CALKINS Woop 
Wellesley College 
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On the Death of an Old Lady 


HEY tended you for many years, 
And waited for your death, 
For life was burdensome alike to you and 
them. 
Yet when the end had come, 
They swore that they were sad. 


To me you died like some autumnal leaf, 

That, stirred by a little breeze, 

Parts softly from its branch and falls to 
earth. 

So when your time was come, 

And, without fuss or show, 

Your spirit went to God, 

I for my part was glad. 


L. K. Garrison 
Harvard Umversity 
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Ruins Rebuilt 


OD said, ‘‘Let there be light!’? And Lo} 
The day 

Descending mount and vale, agleam with sun, 
Broke scintillating o’er an altar-cloth 
Of crystal snow, late fallen ere the dawn. 
And thus, ’tho God’s Cathedral les a wreck, 
Each Chapel desecrated, as a tomb 
Death-scorned, His wrath enkindles starlit watch 
In heaven’s gorgeous blue, arched wide to vault 
Fair Nature’s landscape in one great abode. 


Each sanctuary ‘neath its chancel lies, 

Cold, desolate and dark, dismantled,—dead. 

Inscriptions weird on beam and wall are writ 

In cruel characters by hands of steel. 

Here, sculptures cut by rains of liquid fire, 

There, pictures brushed in blood and filth and 
smoke. 

While molds and mosses weave, in varied hues 

Of time and season, tapestries enshrouding 

The history of those but late departed. 
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In contemplation of this scene of Hell, 

And of the evil part that I have played 

I come to pause before my image, seen 

In the portrayal or my picturing mind, 

And stand dismayed, loath to admit the truth! 
The outward sham! The ruins of myself! 
The devastation wreaked by change and time! 
Yet, o’er the form, the lines, the colors, scars 
Of my own wreck, I know that Nature reigns. 


Oh, I am more than flesh and frame to fail 

In heat and cold and storm of passion! More 
Than creature of a moment, foreordained 
Alone to sense perception. For when I find 
Divinity in thee, then is myself 

Revealed to me. No temporary being 

Art thou to entertain me for a day. 

But, coextant with all eternity, 

We take our source and refuge in one God. 


Thus God speaks still. And Lo! The purple 
dawn 

Glows o’er the mountains, rolls aloft the veil 

Hung gray before His Shrine, and bursts aflame 

In red and green and gold about His Throne. 
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Still morning’s starry tapers scintillate 

Serene, sweet Peace upon earth’s altar-cloth 

Inwrought with sparkling diamond-crystalled 
dew. 

And, mingled in the radiance of new day 

Behold, Humanity come forth to pray. 


ADOLPH Bock 
Colorado College 


[ 268 ] 


A COLLEGE ANTHOLOGY FOR 1916-17 


Recompense 


I *M glad I love you! 
Yes, tho the pain be sharp, 

Tho the weak flesh still vibrates from your 
touch, 

And sense and soul quiver in longing still. 


Yes, I am glad !— 

Glad when the earth forevermore is dark— 

That for one moment I have scaled the heights, 

Touched where the rose and gold of sunrise 
mingle, 

Freed me from base earth mould, 

And found—and lost—The Vision. 


Maset DAvipson 
Randolph-Macon Woman’s College 
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The Spirit and the Cup 


1 
iP: ND didst thou drink the brimming cup 
I gave thee?’’ 
The Spirit said, 
‘‘The golden cup of life, whose wine is red?”’ 


2 
‘‘T drank the wine indeed, with joy and laughter, 
Nor did I shrink; 
Only the bitter dregs I did not drink.’’ 


3 
He spake, ‘‘ While but one darker drop remaineth 
Within the bowl, 
Lio! Thou hast dealt unjustly with thy soul!’’ 


4 
I cried, ‘‘It hath no sweetness,—’tis the bitter 
That I refuse!’’ 


Gravely he answered, ‘‘Child, thou canst not 
choose. 
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5 
“*Tf thou but drink the joy, and leave the sorrow, 
Nor taste the pain, 
Then have I given thee the cup in vain.’’ 


6 
‘‘Was it for this the pleasant wine was given ?”’ 
I made complaint, 
‘*Only to spoil its fragrance with this taint ?’’ 


7 
But he was silent, ‘‘Hear me,’’ I besought him, 
‘“How will it be?’’ 
And, gentle was his answer, ‘‘Taste and see!’’ 


8 
‘‘Thine eyes are kind! Thou wouldst not wrong 
me, Spirit, 
And at the first 
Thou gavest me this bowl to quench my 
thirst.”’ 


9 
I took the cup with tears, and drank unwilling 
The bitter drink— 
It was as if a veil did part and sink! 
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10 
And lo! upon my lips the lingering sweetness 


Of purest wine! 
What precious essence of what holy vine? 


it 


And mine eyes filled with tears of joy—lI 
whispered 
‘*Ah thanks to thee!’’ 
‘‘Not I have done this thing, but thou,’’ said 
he. 


A. E. ANDERSON 
Umversity of California 
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Tomorrow 


HOUGH life be but a day 
With no tomorrow 
Why do you grieve 
And bitterly sorrow? 


Did a day ever dawn 
So fair as you planned it? 
Or pleasure seem pleasing 
When closely you scanned it? 


Then why seek the truth 

When you might be dreaming ? 
Life has no morrow 

So fair as the seeming. 


Hitpa L. NorMAn 
University of Texas 
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Guest 


HOSE undaunted knocking breaks the 
\ \ silence of my door? 

‘‘ Tis thy wayward Happiness, seeking home 
once more.’’ 


Why return? For willingly and oft thou dost 
depart! 

‘*T have found no haven save the twilight of thy 
heart.”’ 


If I make thee welcome now, wilt thou long re- 
main ? 

‘“Till resistless restlessness drive me forth 
again.’’ 


Here is safe repose for thee, where hushed still- 
ness calls 


Through corridors unechoing and shadowy dim 
halls. 
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Thy room is sweet with lavender, with placid 
linen cool. 

On thy slumber dreams will fall as petals on a 
pool. 


In the lulling dusk about, a shimmering will be, 
Memories in robes of silver minister to thee. 


From their fans of scented feathers in slow 
rhythm swayed, 

Odors heavy with remembrance on the heart are 
laid. 


There will move, to deepen calm and purer sleep- 
ing soothe, 

O’er thy tranquil brow and eyelids hands serene 
and smooth. 


For I know that with thy waking, weird desires 
will ery 

- In the stealing winds that pass my bolts and 

barriers by. 
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They will draw thee forth with longing infinitely 
strong, 

—But, oh, loved and transient guest, make ye 
visit long! 


Rosauin B. GEER 
Adelphi College 
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Incompleteness 


HROUGH the clean silence of the wakening 
day 
There comes a fleeting breath of mystery; 
The night is full of dreams that cannot be 
Quite touched or seen, but slip like ghosts away. 
The gypsy Spring on morning hills astray 
Is flaunting something that we cannot see; 
The night wind blowing from a stormy sea 
Sweeps through the darkness, sighs and dies 
away. 

And ever and again a longing wakes— 
At lights across the water, passers-by, 
A note of music, or a cloud that breaks 
To show the glory of the evening sky— 
A longing for a something sought in vain. 
We glimpse it, but it melts to mist again. 


Doris Erripa Estcourt 
Stanford Unwersity 
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Miracle 


WENT into the woods today 
Unnerved ; 
My brain was tired, my strong faith 
Swerved. 


I came out of the woods today 
Calm ; 

My spirits soothed, and in my heart 
A psalm. 


CAROLINE L.. GoroRTH 
N.C. State Normal College 
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The Sea-Shell 


HOU silver shell that liest near 
The pebbled margin of the sea, 
Bidding sunbeams reappear 
In opal-cinctured tracery! 


What wondrous artist wove those lines 
Of ivory flamed with green and gold, 

And bordered thee with blue designs 
Of Heaven’s pencil, fold on fold? 


Whence came that myriad-voicéd stream 
Within those coral veins—that flow 

Of murmurous melody whose theme 
Swings round a rapture, and a woe? 


They tell us that the Ocean’s birth 

Is anthemed in thy hidden strings, 
That every choral song of Earth 

Still to thy sculptured gateway clings; 
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That from thy sweet-tongued numbers rise 
The herald notes of distant stars, 
Awaking slumber—laden skies 
Across the Morn’s soft opening bars; 


That centuried thunders darkly dwell 
Somewhere within thy curled retreat, 

Lulled by yon sapphire-bosomed swell 
That steals to shore on zephyred feet. 


But list! What notes are these that fall 
In broken music wildly strange, 

Like Autumn answering Winter’s call 
To seared embrace, that soon must change 


Her mellowed hours to barren days, 
To shadowed union with the tomb, 

And close her harvest songs of praise 
With threnodies of blighted bloom ? 


Do these reflect thy mother’s moods, 
Pearled miniature of troubled years! 
Her sombre-suited solitudes, 
Her cadences of wailful fears? 


[ 280 ] 


A COLLEGE ANTHOLOGY FOR 1916-17 


Or, is it thus alas! too true, 
Thou tellest to the listening ear 
Its own sad stories, old and new, 
Its coming sorrows, distant, near ? 


If so thou singest, then how soon,— 
Frail warden of Life’s chambered past, 
Seer of its yet-to-be—my Noon 
Of days with gray is overcast. 


EpwIn PRATT 
Victoria College 
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On a Chinese Ring 


HAT secret, guarded by these silent 
\ \ snakes 

That coil their fretted golden length around 

Thy soul, has Nature fused in thee, conceived 

Of the primordial, born of the flux of ages? 

O Eastern Jewel! whence have you your fires? 

What blood, what passion, what prophetic flame, 

What green of dragon scales, what purple stain 

From royal mantles, blue of sea and sky, 

What rose of setting sun, what orient gold, 

Like bright-winged water-flies on some dark 
pool 

Shadowed at noon, elude, yet fascinate! 

The pageantry of centuries, deep-dyed 

In glorious myth, relives itself in thee. 

In flooding-ebbing symphonies of light 

They rise from thy unsearchable depth, and pass 

Back into silence. These from nations long 

Since dead, concentrate here in thee. 

Dust of what warriors, fall’n in old Cathay, 

Here side by side with the flaring torch that fired 
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Some helpless village, dulls the blue of truth? 
Here glows the sacrificial altar gay 
With flowers while mothers mourn in futile pain. 
With rainbow lanterns, solemnly and slow, 
Now comes a great procession to a pyre 
Whereon the heroes immolate themselves 
For honor’s sake before victorious foes. 
What demon’s eye gleams here of venom green 
While blackest dread obscures all else around? 
But now there shines a royal diadem, 
The burnished gongs clang loud, the throngs 

appear, 
The banners stream— 

Then all slips out of sight 

In proud prismatic beauty. But with all 
The paintings thou dost in the fancy breed, 
That depth of mystery in thee is not revealed. 
Or dost thou, Gem, know nothing more than I 
Of that which kindled all thy subtle fires, 
Of life, death, resurrection, and the change 
That cycles through the aeons? Silent still 
The serpent heads upon thy bosom lie! 


Mary R. LinEBAckK 
Goucher College 
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Class Day Poem 


F we had lived a little time ago, 
We should be sitting by the ingle-side, 
The fitful fire glancing on our hair, 
The purple shadows clinging to our feet, 
Idly watching the world pass 
Like shapes that flit across a glass. 


The mirror’s silver shield is tarnished now 

From long disuse. 

For last morning, when the soot-stained foun- 
dries 

Pursed up their chimney-lips, 

We heard the raucous challenge sent in clots of 
inky smoke. 

And today 

We feel the epic grandeur of the City’s crashing 
roar 

Thrill with the lyric beauty of the gold-tipped 
Woolworth tower, 

And marvel at the romance of the triple thoro- 
fares. 
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But there are many dust-choked rooms, boarded 
with planks of death, 

That look on unlit alleys where long-fingered 
shadows reach, 

Unembroidered with the gold and green of sun- 
light and of leaves. 

Their unanswered call is sounding. We must 
lift our high white rage, 

Open wide those shuttered windows to let light 
and hfe stream in. 


The stripling day has grown to sunny noon. 

_ Mid-deep in that high noon we stand, 

But with the urge of morning in us 

And coursing sap of spring. 

We go, as those before have gone 

To spin the gossamers of beauty out of the silken 
stuff of dreams, 

And more 

To forge the steel of sacrifice and service as we 
can, 

For we have found the flower blue that springs 
from a sesame-seed. 


Mercepes I. Morirz 
Barnard College 
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I Know 


KNOW a little hill-locked shore 
Where every wave is dear to me; 
One little bay and nothing more 
Of all the endless miles of sea. 


I have a sense of truth and right, 
A little sense of perfect good; 
One little star of all the light 
Of God’s undreamed infinitude, 


R. J. Lane 
McMaster University 
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My Ship 


UT of the harbor at break of day, 
Where the gulls and the winds and 
the ripples play, 
’Gainst bar on bar of rose and gold, 
I watched her fair white sails unfold. 


For long, long days on the changing sands 
I waited for tidings from distant lands, 
For a cargo of priceless dreams she bore - 
To an anchorage safe on a far-off shore. 


Then, over a tranquil, moonlit sea, 

A west wind blew and whispered me 
Of a ship that broke the sunset bars 
And sank in a sea of gleaming stars. 


ConsTaNce V. FRAZIER 
Boston Unwersity 
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Through all My Dreaming 


HROUGH all my dreaming, 
Through all life’s seeming, 
Sounds a silver song ;— 


Whether it be 
In the crowded, lonely city’s busy mart,— 
Deep in yonder silent mountain’s stilly 
heart,— 
Where the caged bird his longing pours,— 
Or where the high-hung eagle screams and 
soars,— 
Whether it be 
Where there flows the common gutter’s guilty 
stream,— 
Where the sunlit, holy fountains brightly 
gleam,— 
Where o’er factories lower thick dusky 
fumes,— 
Or where float, serene, fair Summer’s 
plumes,— 
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Whether it be 
Where wails of crushed humanity sound 
through the night,— 
Or where laugh of leaf and water blend in 
deep delight,— 
Through all my dreaming, 
Through all life’s seeming, 
Sounds a silver song. 


Woodland depths along 
Sounds the clarion call; 
Clear in street and hall 
Silvery accents fall ;— 
‘‘Right shall conquer Wrong; 


Love shail claim anew his olden heritage, 
Love shall write anew upon life’s sullied 
page !’’ 

Love of man for God, of man for man, 
A love all but forgot when Greed began, 

So long ago. 
His own starry flower shall lift again its head 
And afar its holy, healing fragrance shed, 
When unthought, unheralded he comes, 
Hearts and souls alone his fifes and drums, 
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Some Tomorrow, 
When all sighs and tears and smiles are bound 
into a wreath, 
Purple, white, and red, and laid his lofty 
shrine beneath. 


Through all my dreaming, 


Through all life’s seeming, 
Sounds a silver song. 


TESLA V. LENNSTREND 
Montana University 
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Picture Puzzles 


HE firelight flickered on the hearth 
As long at picture puzzles we intently 
played. 
Hovering breathless o’er each piece, we made 
Slow from the multi-colored bits, 
Unmeaning to our dim, confused sight, 
A thing of beauty, orderly and right. 
And as we looked we laughed that we 
Had been so blind, so slow to see 
The meaning, when we first began, 
Of those chaotic pieces of the plan. 


And so perhaps when we have gone from here, 
In the clear firelight of the Eternal One 
We'll play at the great puzzle; and what fun 
’*T will be as to our wondering eyes 

The Universe shall lose its mysteries. 

Black bit of sorrow, war’s red flash 

Shall find its place, as but a dash 

To strengthen or subdue the eternal plan. 
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The sunset and the rose, the mind of man 
And grief and pain and love shall be 

But pieces of that wondrous tapestry. 
And looking at the picture we shall smile 
At doubts and fears that puzzled us awhile. 


ELLEN MontTGgoMERY 
Wellesley College 
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Thalatta 


ARK to the soft, imperious conversation 
Of the blue-lipped ghostly sea, 
To the roaring, ghoulish roaring 
Of its watery symphony, 
To the seething, rolling, heaving 
Of its vast limpidity! 


What is the mystery of the voice that issues from 
the deep? 
Whose waves of purplish indigo lull sailors to 
their sleep, 
Where crested rollers on the shore their lacy 
ribbons toss 
And mawkish mists in dreary shrouds the 
gruesome rocks emboss ? 


The endless voice you hear, my child, rever- 
berant and low 
Is but an Echo of the Truth which men be- 
times will know,— 
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The Ocean in his caverns damp _ conceals 
th’ eternal mind, 
The Ocean’s roar is but the voice of wisdom 
there confined. 


Lewis P. MANSFIELD 
Harvard University 
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Luck! 


ET there live aye a lad’s laugh in the throat 
of you— 
Let you aye have a gay swing to the coat of 
you— 
Let there aye be one poorer to borrow a groat 
of you! 


Let you find hands of dear women to mother 
you— 

Let you find shoulders of comrades to brother 
you— 

Let you find arms of the small ones to smother 
you! 


Let folk be the happier just for the nod of you— 

Let you be in love with the road that is trod of 
you— 

Let death be a step between you and the God 
of you! 


Dare STARK 
Stanford University 
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Once I Doubted 


NCE I doubted day would break 
6) Dark and sad the night— 
Then I heard a cheerful voice, 

Saw a passing light. 


Once I doubted Spring would come 
Winter seemed so long— 

But I heard a nesting bird 
Sing her mating song. 


Once I doubted in mankind 
Justice was so rare— 
Then I saw a kindly act, 
I knew that God was there. 


REGINALD SWEETLAND 
Unwersity of California 
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My Heaven 


OUR Heaven, friend, has massive gates of 
gold 
With ponderous keys to lock inside its fold, 
Composed of such few children of the earth 
As never faced temptation, or from birth 
Armed with strong weapons, studied how to 
fight 
And overcome wrong’s forces by their might, 
The orthodox who worshipped by your creed, 
The rich who helped your sect in time of need, 
A few ‘‘saved sinners’’ driven to aver 
Their wickedness—Ah, friend, I much prefer 
My Heaven, which holds the teeming world 
within 
Its wide ways, waiting for each soul to win, 
Its boundless reaches, large enough for all 
Who struggle upward, suffer, sin, and fall— 
For God is love and thus would soon repine 
Within a Heaven so loveless, friend, as thine. 


CATHERINE C. LEACH 
Boston Unwersity 
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Yesterday 


ASTERLESS,—yet not the master of my- 

M self I stand 

Alone amid the multitudes of men. The unseen 
hand 

Which molded me from out the common clay, 

No longer guides—and I know not the way. 


But from the void a thousand hands stretch 
out 

To guide my steps—I feel them round about. 

I may not choose the path,—my feet are led 

In the way trod by the unnumbered dead. 

Ten thousand years of civilization’s thrall, 

Mold every waking thought and action small, 

And when my mind seeks rest from world in 
sleep, 

Forgotten cycles then their revels keep. 

From out the past dim, shapeless, shadowy 
gleams 

Of half seen memories come to haunt my dreams. 
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I am myself—yet am I but the pawn 

Of those who lived in history’s dim dawn. 
I am myself,—yet laws that yesterday 

My fathers made, today I must obey. 

I can but choose the selfsame path, 

My father’s feet have trod, 

And trust that in the end the way, 

Shall lead me to my God. 


Otis PEaBopy Swirt 
Columbia University 
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The Coming of Hope 


PATCH of moonlight glimmered in the 
AN cell, 

With stripes of shadow where the grating came, 
As if all things must share the taint of hell, 

If they but enter in that place of shame, 

And even moonlight bear the brand of blame. 
The man who crouched behind the stony wall 
Twisted his head. A voice pronounced his name. 
The eyes which joyed to watch a lizard crawl, 
Lifted and saw a woman, lily white, and tall. 


As soft as starlit ripples flowed her hair, 

As bright as starlit marble glowed her face, 

She seemed a thing of starlight, standing there, 

A shining vision in a sunless place. 

And he who was condemned, who knew disgrace, 

Who looked on good as something dim and far, 

Who, from his baseness deemed the whole world 
base 
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Believed he dreamed, until he touched the scar 


That seamed his roughened hands and felt an 
iron bar. 


Lyp1ia M. Waker 
Radcliffe College 
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In a Greenhouse 


ONG rows of dull white boxes filled with 
loam ; 
Springy paths of board on softening earth; 
The gleam of whitewash-spattered glass ; 
A dank, oppressive earth-smell, warmly sweet; 
A rising host of prim carnation stems 
That grow mid checkered rows of twine; 
Workmen, clad in overalls, digging stolidly 
To fill the brick-red flower pots; 
All these I mark in passing to the room 
In which the roses, cut, are lying. 
Roses, the hue of a river of blood; 
Roses, the color of sun-swept sky; 
Roses, the cream of an ivory ball; 
A miracle, no less, they lie there, 
Translating, in the splendor of their loveliness, 
The moldy loam in which they grew, 
The heavy air, the stolid workman’s eare, 
Into a beauty which is close akin 
To all the beauty of Infinity. 


Fiora T. Mercer 
The Western College for Women 
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The Blind Weaver 


N Y soul is like a weaver, who though blind 

To the clear sunlight of God’s truth and 
love, 

Yet stands before her loom with face upturned 

To feel the warm light streaming from above. 

That pictured tapestry which men eall Life 

With fingers all unguided she must weave, 

And tangled threads, discordant colors, mock 

The harmony she labors to achieve. 


For even in scenes of love and sacred joy, 

Amid the rose and gold, her groping hands 

Have marred the radiant, dawn-hued loveliness 

By twining ugly somber colored strands. 

And thus dark shades of sorrow often lurk 

Where only shimmering color should have 
been,— 

As though life’s noblest, purest moments held 

The blackening shadow of some unknown sin. 
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Imperfect and confused the pictures are, 
Because the plan, from her blind eyes concealed, 
Seemed tedious, and she changed to new design 
Before its growing beauty was revealed. 


But when at last the weaver’s work is done,— 

The last thread severed from her tapestry— 

Then God will open wide her wondering eyes 

And give them perfect light, that she may see 

The work her clumsy, groping hands have 
wrought 

Even as God sees it, revealed by truth, 

With all the errors that her blindness made 

Upon this mighty labor of her youth. 


Will she then hide her face in grief and shame, 
Will its confusion bow her in despair, 

Or will the blending and the shadows make 
The pattern of the whole seem doubly fair ? 


HELEN GoLTRA 
Willamette University 
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Birth 


H God who built this body round my heart, 
And walled me in with bosom and with 
brow, 
To keep my passion from my power apart, 
To keep my soul from more than brain may 
know,— 
Who limited my sight to two small spheres, 
My touch to only what my hands can feel, 
My hearing to the compass of two ears, 
And my essential soul with earthly seal 
Stamped and made manifest—Oh God, in thee 
When once I lived, no tremors shook my feet; 
When I was one same power with storm and seu 
There was no strength could from my spirit 
beat 
The presidence of calm!—Thou didst command 
And shook me forth, a grain of mortal sand! 


SunLAmitH IsH-KisHor 
Hunter College 
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Moon - Dreams 


ENEATH my body as I le 
The cloud-waves dash themselves to 

wisps of foam 
Against the high west wind. 
They curl in soft, bright tendrils round my 

limbs, 

And faint and clear the golden uplands stretch 
Girding the soundless oceans of the skies, 
Upon whose depths the stars 
Are still, white islands in the wide, dark sea. 


So sheer the moon-filled nothingness! So cool 
The gulfs of space, so empty of all time. . . 
We laugh, the moon and I, but silently, 

So wrapped are we with effortless content— 
So listless that we cannot lift ourselves— 
So passionate, we cannot wish for peace! 


And cast below the earth spins round, a toy, 
Empty and trivial as its own small shell! 


ALIcE HARRIET WARE 
Drake Unwersity 
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Nos Immortales 
fee we go with wind and rain and 
sun, 


Into the free companionship of air; 

Perhaps with sunsets when the day is done— 
All’s one to me, I do not greatly care, 

So long as there are brown hills—and a tree 
Like a mad prophet in a land of dearth— 
And I ean lie, and hear eternally 

The vast monotonous breathing of the earth. 


I have known hours, swift and golden-glowing, 

Lovely with laughter and suffused with light— 

Oh Lord, in such a time appoint my going, 

When the hands clench, and the cold face grows 
white, 

And the spark dies within the feeble brain, 

Spilling its star-dust back to dust again! 


STEPHEN VINCENT BENET 
Yale Unwersity 
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Transition 


HERBE’ER we turn, the specter waits— 
W the ghost 
Of what we were, the dream of what we are, 
And, more than these, the warning from afar 
Of what we yet may be; a summer’s day, at 
most, 
In which to know the eternal. What a cost 
To pay for such brief sweetness! One short 


hour 
Of childhood joys; then, scenes that change— 
and more: 
Old friends that fade, like flowers; and then— 
the frost. 


But all the while, the garden blooms; a bird 
Sits in the sun, and pours his little heart 
Into his deep, full song; God must have heard 
My weak complainings, and have sent this part 
Of this great universe of life, to say 
That all things work with joy, and sleep at 
close of day. 


Raymonp R. WILLOUGHBY 
Massachusetts Agricultural College 
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Starlight: A Sonnet 
@) TWINKLING lamps in the deep azure 
sky, 


Shining with sure persistence through the 
night, 

Shedding upon this sphere your radiant light, 

Send in gold rays from where you hang on high 

Courage and help, as I beneath you lie. 

And with your beams, so softened, yet so bright, 

Glowing full lovely in all mortal sight, 

Teach me, not how to win, but how to try! 

Help me another’s tears of grief to dry; 

Show me the way to make a gallant fight; 

Help me to love whate’er is just and right, 

To face whate’er shall come without a sigh! 

And when the Last Great Rest shall come to me, 

Guide me, O Starlight, to Eternity. 


ELISABETH Story GLEASON* 
Radcliffe College 


*Blisabeth Story Gleason was a Freshman at Radcliffe at 
the time of her death, Nov. 4, 1916. 
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Other Poems of Distinction 


ACADIA UNIVERSITY 


Tomorrow Marjorie Harrington 
The Night Watch Helen P. Starr 
ADELPHI COLLEGE 
The Window Marion A. Smith 
Achievement Mabel Sondheim 
ALLEGHENY COLLEGE 
Vanity Ralph L. Weide 
Boston UNIVERSITY 
The Marshes of Lynn Marian W. Callanan 
My Lady Bountiful Helen Keith 
The Merry-Go-Round Elizabeth F. Leach 
Bowvboin COLLEGE 
Joie de Vivre Jacob F. Weintz 
Bryn Mawr 
The New Life Chrystine Hammer 
To— Betty M. Weaver 
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CAMPION COLLEGE 


In Action Robert Grelle 
Queen of Peace Albert F. Janda* 
Frost Anthony J. Kister 
CLARK COLLEGE 
Elizabeth Arthur B. Giroux 
CLARK UNIVERSITY 
The Pines H. B. Boghossvan 
To My Jewish Brethren in 
Russia L. Lehrer 
CoLGATE UNIVERSITY 
The Lark John Clifford Roberts 
Identity W. B.S. Thomas 
COLLEGE OF THE City oF New YorK 
Chromatics Felix Sper 
CoLUMBIA COLLEGE 
Vivo Egmont Ruschke 
CONVERSE COLLEGE 
Cobwebs Ella May Baggett 
The Heart of a Soldier Trent Keitt 
A Deserted Temple Katheryn Worth 
CoRNELL UNIVERSITY 
Pilgrims Arch. Oboler 
For Humanity William Schack 


*Died June 13, 1917. 
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Dakota WESLEYAN UNIVERSITY 
Into the West Grace Gilliland 


Davipson COLLEGE 
Inisheen EH. H. Hamilton 


De Pau UNIVERSITY 
The Words that Bid the Bloom 


Depart Michael M. Argaris 
Nature’s Smiles John Drechney 
No Room J. A. Lineyer 

DIcKINSON COLLEGE 
Memory Herbert A. Janzlik 
DRAKE UNIVERSITY 
- Color Leona H. Bays 
DuBUQUE COLLEGE 
From My Window Kenneth C. Bergener 
Mary’s Voice John P. Connell 
The Wonderful Clifford E. McDonald 
My Song Lloyd P. McDonald 
My Trouble Daniel L. McEllugott 
Two Years John H. Mayer 
Emory UNIVERSITY 
The Music of a Day Thomas N. Morgan, Jr. 
Prediction W. Ernest Rogers 
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FAIRMOUNT COLLEGE 


Immortality Elizabeth McCausland 
He Came the First in 
Autumn Miriam Thurman 


Fisk UNIVERSITY 
Lake Michigan at Petosky J. Everett Harris 


FRANKLIN & MARSHALL COLLEGE 
The God of Greed C. C. Muehe 


GRINNELL COLLEGE 
The Call Waldo Norris 


KENRICK SEMINARY 
To the Red-Bird Adolph J. Paschang 


LOMBARD COLLEGE 
My Conscience Rurick W. Anderson 


MASSACHUSETTS AGRICULTURAL COLLEGE 
The Beacon Katherine A. Fellows 
McMaster UNIVERSITY 
The Settlers’ Return Clarence John Thoms 


Mercer UNIVERSITY 


Day’s End Fred C. Markert 
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Miss. AGRICULTURAL COLLEGE 


The Forgotten Chord B. F. Anthony 
Mr. Honyoxke CoLLEGE 
Where Silence Broods Dorothy E. Camp 
Immemorial Nightfall Anna E. Cook 
' Star-set Pool Elsie Hallen 
The Night Wind Isabel Pollard 
My Song Dorothy Reed 
If There Be God Helen Smith 
A Mother Dorothy E. Went 
OBERLIN COLLEGE 
Your Smile Jane Corbett 
After-thoughts Upon a 
Symphony K. 8S. Hayden 
The Mass Goers Mary V. Stephens 


ProvinciAL NorMAL COLLEGE 
A Fool Studies Philosophy A. Gordon Melvin 


RapcuiFFE COLLEGE 
Light Follows After You Rachel Lyman Field 


RanpouteH-Macon WomEN’s COLLEGE 
Song of the Sea E. L. Williamson 
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Rice INSTITUTE | 
Thoughts Roy E. Iallard 
The Silver Lining Law Lawson Lovelace 
RICHMOND COLLEGE 
America’s Prayer for Peace Albert C. Cheetham 


Rutcers COLLEGE 
Written on an Early 


Morning Enos F. Jones 
Simmons COLLEGE 
Night Claude Lloyd 
STANFORD UNIVERSITY 
Barabbas Elinor Valoy Cogswell 
To an Opium Den Gordon Davis 
To a Wood-rat James Leo Duff 
Dreams Gladys Green 
Minuet Dorothy Haskins 
State Norma CouuEcr, GREENSBORO, N. C. 

Visions Ruth Charles 
The Christmas Star Lucy C. Crisp 
The Mist Margarete George 
The Rebuke Gordon Thomson 


St. Ienatius CoLLEGE 
Music at Eve Cyril Corbett 
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St. Mary’s Conuece, OAKLAND, CAL. 


The Call of the North William J. Feneran 
Ode to the Realms of Poesy James J. Hagerty 


SYRACUSE UNIVERSITY 
The Adjustment of the 


King of the Sea Giannina Bertorotta 
If Ruth L. Miller 
TEMPLE UNIVERSITY 
A Wish Helen M. Rich 
A Man of the Future Nathan Rosenbaum 
Visioning H. H. Shugart 
TrxAS CHRISTIAN UNIVERSITY 
Songs of Eventide Karl T. Broadley 
Trinity COLLEGE 
A Reverie Mary Day Fallon 
L’ Enfant Prodigue Dorothy L. Callahan 


TULANE UNIVERSITY 
Peace James Sinclair 


UNIVERITY OF CALIFORNIA 


Lines Flossie Banks 
Carry On George Hugh Banning 
Sonnets Helen Campbell 
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Lines Written on a Hilltop Stanton A. Coblentz 
The Old Port Florence Isaacs 
Waste Frances Foster Williams 


UNIVERSITY OF DENVER 
In the Springtime Emily Barbara Grover 


UNIVERSITY OF DETROIT 


The Maid Cyril A. Lingemann 
A Friend Marshall Lochbiler 


UNIVERSITY OF MiIcHIGAN 


The Golden Chain Harold L. Cook 
July Sarah Hincks 
The Poet Marjorie McKeown 
In the Marshes M. C. Weir 
You Morrison C. Wood 


UNIVERSITY OF MINNESOTA 
Ailinn of Ulster Walliam Morell 


UNIVERSITY OF MISSISSIPPI 
College Life Kathleen Baldwin 


UNIversITy oF Missouri 
The Reach of Love Ernest Tucker 
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UNIVERSITY OF MontTANA 
Mountain Trails Forest Owens 


UNIVERSITY OF SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA 


Apperception Kathleen Isabel Byam 
Noctis Silentium Stanley Preston Kimmel 


UNIVERSITY OF WASHINGTON 


Children of Darkness Colin C. Clements 
UNIVERSITY OF WISCONSIN 
The Mouse Speaks Marjorie Kinnan 
Her Face Winfred Wallis 
Urauw AGRICULTURAL COLLEGE 
The Cycle Lowry Nelson 
VICTORIA COLLEGE 
A Sonnet A. Lacey 
Evening Star F.G. Wer 
WELLESLEY COLLEGE 
My Trip With the Moon June Buchanan 
To the King’s Servants Margaret E. Coombs 
Boston South Station Mildred Wakefield 


WELLS COLLEGE 
Recompense Ruth J. Barber 


[ 319 ] 


OTHER POEMS OF DISTINCTION 


WESTERN COLLEGE FOR WOMEN 
If I Were You Ruth L. Wenezlick 


WESTERN UNION COLLEGE 
At the Station C. C. Heindel 


WHEATON COLLEGE 
At Night Florence Brigham 
The Winds Warren C. Vining 


WILLIAM JEWELL COLLEGE 
Dreaming With Love Harry Rogers 


Witson COLLEGE 
A Christmas Prayer Julia Seneca 


. WOFFORD COLLEGE 
Ol’ Hardtimes G. D. Sanders 
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